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It's a sad thing 

when a man is to be so soon forgotten 
And the shining in his soul 

gone from the earth 
With no thing remaining; 

And it's a sad thing 

when a man shall die 
And forget love 

which is the shiningness of life; 

But it's a sadder thing 

that a man shall forget love 
And he not dead but walking in the field 

of a May morning 
And listening to the voice of the thrush. 
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PREFACE. 



T N this loose-jointed age of sham and shoddy, 

When folks neglect the soul to mind the body, 
Even priests themselves to Scripture maxims doubtish 
By gourmandizing grow a kennan stoutish ; 
Besides the stuffing of the carnal wame, 
A scratchy itching by the yeuk o' fame. 
An age of oddities and bedlam whims, — 
A Tanner fasts, a Webb the channel swims. 
But truce with instances. A nameless wight 
Endowed, at least he thinks so, with poetic light, 
Smit by th' infection of the shifty times 
And ungagg*d freedom of the first of climes, 
Without no patronage or critic herald. 
To sound my entrance to the reading world. 
And golden prospects of a single bodle, 
To pay the labour of my thinking noddle. 
Although to be, it is but honour sma. 
Your ain praise-sounding trumpeter to blaw. 
Fame whispers that my rustic rhymes hae merit. 
If unpoetic, least a sturdy spirit 
To scold abuses with ironic jibing, 
Besides a ready knack at scene-describing. 



vi Preface, 

Tempt'd by this flattery from the lips of fame, 
Though cautious prudence may the venture blame, 
My uncouth musings I the public give, 
With some assurance that the work shall live, 
And be fulfilment by its Doric lear 
Unto the poet's patriotic prayer. 
That to succeeding bards would bards succeed, 
And stand to Scotland in her sorest need, 
When haughty England with a dastard aim 
Would from the page of history blot her name. 
But what are prefaces but servile cant, 
And boastful mouthing of a showman's rant. 
That lauds the wonders of his puppet-show, 
Which falls so far its loud-voiced praise below. 
The gentle reader in each page shall find. 
Though to its faults he cannot just be blind, 
Th* unnoticed slips of error's mazy ways, 
Enough to censure and enough to praise. 

THE AUTHOR. 



Gaberston, 
Alloa, 8tk March, 1882. 
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THE HAIRST KIRN. 

" Oh! for the times," the hoary patriarch cries, 

" Now sunk for ever in the gulf of time, 

When nien had hearts and helped the begging wretch, 

And gave him shelter from th* inclement blasts 

Of warring winter ; and in the humble cot, 

The agM sire read from sacred page 

Its golden precepts and it» wondrous tales, 

Out-lust'ring all the glory of romance, 

With his weird lore of ghosts and elfin bands. 

And horrid goblins from the womb of hell, 

And with his children sang the hymn of praise, 

And lowly knelt, with supplicating voice. 

Before the throne of Heaven's eternal King ; 

For in this God unhonouring, break-neck age, 

Alas ! the canker and the lust of gold 

Hath eaten all the soul of charity away, 

And iron-hearted selfishness alone 

Holds o'er mankind an universal sway." 

I 



The Hairst Kirn. 



Part First. 



On dedication, the servility of authors — The harvest mom — ^Various 
occupations at the farm — A rural breakfast — On homely living — 
Advice to the wealthy — Reapers on their way to the harvest field— 
The com field described — Oats and barley, a contrast — Pairing for 
the hairst-rig — Rural fim and gossip^Chase after the rabbit —The 
reaping race, or " kempin' " — The harvest dinner — Hard back — On 
the healthfulness of a country life — The finishing of the harvest — On 
the accomplishment of an aim — The race for or "catching the 
maiden " — ^The reapers' procession — Contrast of a Roman emperor's 
triumph. 

'T^HE poet 's a beggar, 'tis a candid fact, 
-■- And e'en related to the tinkler pack ; 
The patron's help calls forth his sweetest praise, 
The critic's spite his fiercest wrath can raise, 
That Scotch reviewers to their cost did ken, 
The savage snash of Byron's vengeful pen ; 
On bant'ring scribblers Pope his vengeance had. 
Hung up like scarecraws in his Dunciad, 
Each petty poet on his fool's head wears 
A dunce's cap, adorned with asses' ears ; 
But if the rich man, with a patron's grace, 
A few gowd guineas in his palm shall place, 
The needy wretch, with scarce a shift of sarks, 
He begs his leave to dedicate his warks. 
In staring print behind the title-page. 
Judicious planted like a fencing hedge, 
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Or craftly placed to catch the public eye, 

The great man's name may tempt the fools to buy. 

And mark, ye gods, enough to make ye huff'd, 

What panegyrics in that preface stuffd ; 

The patron lauded to the very skies. 

Enough to make your jealous anger rise. 

Behold ! how bright his shining virtues blaze, 

But in black darkness hid his scampish ways; 

To blab o' such the flatterer ne'er would risk. 

But count them spots upon the solar disc. 

Or crusted earth upon the golden lump ; 

Such tuneless notes would spoil the vaunting trump. 

Or some rude peasant o'er a pot of ale, 

With boorish praise some nameless bard assail. 

The unwreath'd laureate of the rural village, 

Wha gleans his lear frae Nature's bookless college. 

The rustic's praise the flattered bard shall rouse, 

With soaring hopes to woo his gentle muse. 

And rhyme the clown a rambling, lang epistle, 

Where chief his name in glowing praise shall bristle : 

How oucht mair honest ever ploughed a rig, 

Tho' bundled straw to bed his feeding pig, 

And big field turnips near the bord'ring fence. 

The clodpole steals whene'er he finds a chance ; 

And far descended comed of worthy sires, 

Who in mud huts dwelt on swampy mires. 

Rude Saxon tykes, who watched the grunting droves 

When Alfred reign'd who brunt the toasting loaves 

While shaping war-bows with his whittling knife. 

And tholed the scauldin' o' the neatherd's wife. 

XJncouthly manner' d, rough as hurcheon backs. 

They kenn'd nae letter o' the twenty-sax. 

Nor numb'ring figures by an alehouse score, 
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The drunken debt of some outrageous splore ; 

And as for wreat, when they had oucht to dark. 

The learless louts pat doon ilk man his mark 

Thus three we'll note, a sample of the whole, 

Who by their base servility of soul 

Crouch' d low to patrons placed by wealth on high, 

Whom their shoe-latchet were unfit to tie. 

Dryderij who mused with all a poet's fire, 

First sang for fame, then sang for sordid hire ; 

On rakish dukes smooth epigrams he wrote, 

And changed his creed as he would changed his coat ; 

Cropp'd short his poll, and wore an aspect sour, 

When red-nosed Noll usurp'd the reigning pow'r, 

And on the regicide a dirge did sing. 

But sang unmindful of his marytr'd king, 

Who by the uncrown'd despot met his doom, 

A headless corse in Windsor's royal tomb. 

And when the founts ran red by claret barrels, 

And bonfires bleez'd to welcome merry Charles, 

Found Dryden scribbling at his slavish rhyme. 

An organ-grinder to the whims of time. 

To pay his homage to the new-found king, 

Lest he should dangle in a Tyburn string, 

For king-mad folks unearth'd auld Cromwell's banes, 

And hung them rattling in a gibbet's chains. 

But when the royal rake his quietus gat, 

And on the throne he soon was forced to quat 

Sat James the Bigot, wi' the warst o' creeds, 

Found Papist Dryden numb'ring at his beads. 

And had the Dutchman and his Stuart Queen 

The servile bard the smallest favour gi'en. 

He in the fire the mass-book would have flung, 

And on the pair a loyal ode would sung, 



The Hairst Kirfu 5 

Scrawl'd out the butchery in the Highland glen, 

But craftly painted with his truckling pen 

The Boyne's fierce fight, the Stuarts' overthrow. 

Which bound the war-wreath round King Billy's brow. 

And Butler wrote a Godless king to please, 

And trim his canvas to the courtly breeze, 

The w^iggish couplets of his HudibraSy 

Upon the Cropheads ridicule to pass, 

Found to his cost the Scripture adage true, 

" Wha trusts in kings, that trust shall live to rue f 

For graceless Charles, whom he sinn'd to serve, 

Laughed at the wit, but left the bard to starve. 

And Kitty, charm'd by the wit of Gay^ 

Became a beggar for his Beggar's Flay, 

Each coax'd subscriber to his coming book 

His loyalty thaw'd at her beseeching look. 

For which Queensberry's fair and witty spouse 

Got snubb'd at court thro' Gay's seditious muse. 

But 'neath the Duchess' hospitable roof, 

The pamper'd poet found a shelter proof 

From hunting duns, and soon wax'd sleek and fat, 

As her lap-spaniel or her Persian cat 

Why should the bard thus write for golden pelf. 

And bow to mortals lower than himself? 

Refuse firom Fame the mercenary fee, 

And, like the forest minstrels, sing as free. 

There's not, alas ! a more sad, humbling sight. 

An author sitting at the dead of night, 

Rook'd up in London's meikle brick-built city. 

Where wretches live by begging and by booty, 

An attic den o' twa-three century timmer. 

His taper burning with a ghostly glimmer, 

A cauld wat clout on his hot forehead laid, 
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Writing, poor wretch, and that so meanly paid, 

And his poor life in utter gloom to drag, 

A tale or essay for a monthly mag. 

Ere I would live amid such morbid gloom, 

I'd let the vampires either sink or soom. 

Who made poor Goldsmith but a drudging hack, 

And rode to wealth across his thriftless back ? 

The golden products of his florid lear 

Found Newberry riding in a coach and pair. 

Better to dig and fell the forest timmer. 

Then trust to fame, for fame's a kittle kimmer : 

Parnassus' mount, upon the tapmost cairns. 

To crousely craw, she plants her favourite bairns. 

But scrawling outlans of a bastard stock. 

She scowling kicks them owre the nearest rock — 

A harsh step-mother to the rhyming wretch. 

Who tries ae smile frae her vain face to catch. 

But farewell. Fame, and all her vain desire. 

And farewell, bards, wha beg or muse for hire, 

The Doric harp let me once more awake, 

And be a patriot for my country's sake. 

To thee, auld Scotland, dedicate my rhyme. 

And sing thy kirn held in the aulden time. 

Back to her bow'r the bird of night has flown, 

And morning's herald from his roost has crawn, 

The glorious sun breaks on the harvest mom, 

And landscapes smiling with the golden com ; 

And yonder, where the fading woodlands' streek, 

The cottage chimlas o' the hamlet reek, 

The farm steading, nestling i' the trees. 

The rural seat of innocence and peace. 

Its inmates, bustling since the streak o' mom. 

To muck and stray and gi'e the naigs their com, 
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To maw the clover and to cart it home, 
And ca' the nowt owre pastures green to roam. 
The lasses milk the hawkies i' the b)rre, 
The gudewife steers aboon the kitchen fire 
The pat o' parritch for the morning meal, 
And bottles up the shearers' denner ale, 
And floury baps she in basket packs, 
Then from the fire the sputtering parritch taks. 
His weather-glass the farmer anxious eyes. 
And sees, weel pleased, the^tub^d silver rise. 
And syne gangs out and views the morning skies. 
Now ilka ploughman sups his reeking caup 
O* halesome parritch wi' the milken sap; 
The gudewife she her kebbock brings it ben, 
And shaves aif each a whang that they may ken 
Nae yaupish hunger on the harvest field. 
Till they come hame and get the evening meal. 
Ye paughty lords that brag o' Norman bluid, 
And cock your noses at the vulgar crowd. 
Oh ! wad ye tarrow at your French ragouts^ 
And sup each mom a cog o' reekin' brose. 
Or tak o* parritch whyles a denty soup, 
With creamy milk served in a silver stoup, 
And when ye dine a dish o' gude Scotch kail, 
And gude peasescones and cakes of oaten meal, 
I'll wad ye then my very lugs I'll lay 
Your nose, as red as ony labster's tae. 
Wad tine its scarlet, and your pimpled face, 
A black affront to your proud name and race, 
That blabs o' drunken splores, wad soon grow red 
With grushie health and every pimple fled. 
Now doon the brambly loan the shearers gay, 
Wi' merry hearts, jog on their cheery way, 
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Heuks owre their arms, and on their glossy hair 
Bow-fronted caps the rosy kimmers wear, 
To save, we'll say, jist for the sake o' fun. 
Their rustic beauty from the browning sun ; 
Rape-twining gilpies, tae, and bandster chields, 
To shear that day the last of a' the fields. 
Dark fringed by woods, where panting lovers ken 
To court unseen, and thro' the rural glen, 
O'erarch'd wi' hazels low, the bumie croons, 
Wi' plaintive murmur o'er the smooth-wash'd stones, 
The cornfield spreads. Among the russet ears. 
His prickly tap the sturdy thistle rears. 
Its pendent cup there red the poppy shows, 
And green below the flowery trefoil grows. 
Leeze me on aits, the chief the wale o' grain, 
Tho' Burns sang loud, in drink-inspired strain, 
The barley's praise. I see with joy and wrath 
Ane lead to life and ane lead on to death. 
I see the aits, dry on the glowing kiln, 
Unhusk'd and fanner'd by the shelling-milL 
Now Miller Hab the grity sample feel, 
Now sifting sieves shake down the seedless meal ; 
Now hear the milkmaid singing in the byre. 
Now see the parritch boiling on the fire. 
The coggies reeking with the best o' food. 
The staff o' life, her muscle, brain, and bluid. 
Now, sad contrast 1 I see the barley grow 
Upon the floor, now in the depths below 
Of mashing-vats, now thro' the wormy still. 
Now drunken topers up the glasses filL 
But stop ! I see a horrid spectre-wraith, 
The fleshless ribs and chapless skull of death. 
And now the shearers' whet their sickles keen 
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Till brightly-bumish'd to a glittering sheen ; 

And ilka bandster to the feckat strips, 

And round his waist his hodden cravat slips. 

Then Rab and Merran tak' the foremost rig, 

And haveral Geordie couples in wi' Meg ; 

Now Tam and Leezie tak' the rig between 

Blythe-hearted Willie and his partner Jean ; 

Now stammrel Jock wi' gabby Grizzel pairs, 

And honest Giles alang wi' Katie shears. 

Now rustling thrang among the bearded corn, 

Their sickles glitter in the smiling mom 

With steely flash; the busy bandsters bind 

And stook the sheaves in stretching raws behind ; 

Across the rigs the nowtherd drags the rake. 

But leaves some pickles for the patrick's sake. 

There rural talk and wild galravage oil 

The wheels o' time, and meliorate their toil. 

There merry Merran croons an auld Scots sang. 

And at Jock's back the tither clod is flung. 

While he looks up wi' face red-flush'd wi' anger,. 

And bids them stop for he shall bear't nae langer. 

There Grizzel's tongue gangs on wi' ceaseless clash, 

And Geordie's thoom has gat an ugly slash 

Frae Peggy's heuk ; they jeer and tell the loot 

Frae her sark-tail to tear a thoomstool clout. 

Now Kate the jaud, weel-kenn'd for saucy tricks. 

Some blackamoors among the com she picks. 

With impish mischief leering in her eye 

She means some trick on honest Giles to try ; 

Then while he shears she tak's the chance, and draws 

The smutty stalks across his neck and jaws. 

Poor Giles, unconscious of his piebald face. 

Unbends his back and stops a moment's pace 
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To dicht the moisture from his sweating brow ; 
Then looks, and wonders what's the matter now. 
That gars wild Kate wi' laughter screech and roar, 
And spread the infection round the reaping core. 
He looks his hand, behold the sooty meal 
The secret tells, for which jist like a deil 
He flees at Kate wi' fury in his e'en, 
And owre a stook he coups the gilpie clean ; 
And for to spean her o' sic graceless tricks, 
He bauds her doon altho' she scarts and kicks. 
And rubs mair roughly, wi' a savage grin, 
His bristly beard across her hairless chin« 
But stop ! a rabbit frae the crap unshorn 
Bolts like a shot, and thro' the stookit com 
The shearers rin, the nimble beastie jouks. 
And awkward Geordie dings doon hauf the stooks. 
The clout'ry poltroon griens wi' wistfu' e'e, 
To hae that rabbit stew'd in savoury bree 
And onions sliced, that wi' potatoes fine 
'Twad mak' a feast on which a king might dine ; 
But how can Geordie wi' his clownish legs 
E'er catch that rabbit speeding o'er the rigs. 
Till hark ! a clamour gies his hopes a hoise 
That owre that dainty he shall yet rejoice ; 
For frae a stook where shawls and jackets lay, 
The yelping collie brattles doon the brae. 
And ere the wood the hunted quarry gains 
His tusky fangs hae crunch'd its hinder banes. 
Which clutch'd by Geordie in his raupish haste 
He by the lang lugs bauds the bleeding beast, 
And as its fat ribs he delighted grips. 
He blandly smacks his meikle blubber lips. 
He's get a denner afF sic gusty scraun 
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As wed might please a wamy alderman. 

Now Merran bent upon a kempin' feat, 

For nane at shearin* can the kimmer beat, 

Gies Rab the hint, he keeps close at her tail. 

Then on they rattle like the driving hail, 

Till sax lang yards gie them an unco start, 

Whilk kennels wrath in ilka shearer's heart, 

And eager each the reaping race to win 

Now fast and furious bang their sickle in ; 

But Rab and Merran, skelpin' on before, 

Now beat them hallow by o' yards a score. 

But flaming Phoebus speels the noontide sky, 

And fast their heuks the lusty shearers ply. 

And leave behind, while golden ears are shorn, 

Lang-stretching raws o' bonnie stookit com. 

But hark ! a sound cheers up each hungry heart, 

It is the rattling o' the denner cart, 

Wi' saughen basket fiU'd wi' bottled ale. 

And sack stuff 'd fou* wi' scones o' wheatenmeal. 

On which to dine the shearers quat their toil 

To tak their crack and rest themsel's awhile. 

Blest is the peasant with redundant health ! 

More precious far then heaps of hoarded wealth ! 

His simple food a relish can supply 

Which pamper' d wretches might with envy eye, 

And drowsy Morpheus to his pallet brings 

So sweet a sleep, that even throned kings 

Would gladly take, such blissful rest to know, 

The glittering bauble from their care-worn brow, 

And from them far the rod of empire throw. 

Now at the stocks the hungry shearers clap. 

And drink their ale and munch their wholesome bap. 

Some discontented say the ale is sour. 
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And hauf the bottle on the yird they pour ; 
Ithers contented drink and munch awa, 
For it taks much a hungry man to staw. 
Now at a stook-back Geordie taks a snooze ; 
But ah I a plot on honest Geordie brews, 
For round the stook the treacherous lasses slip, 
And now his head and legs and arms they grip. 
Poor Geordie, strugglin' roars and kicks and tears, 
And awfu' vengeance on their head he swears. 
They fien't they care, they dunt him doon again, 
And like to break his very rumple-bane. 
But now they stop, and think he*s got enough ; 
While he, poor devil, frae their handlin' rough. 
Bangs to his feet and rubs his dirty breeks. 
And wild with wrath his neive at them he steeks. 
And vows a pliskie he shall play them yet, 
At which wi' laughin' a' are like to split 
And now ance mair among the bearded com 
Their sickles gleam, and stooky raws are shorn. 
But man and time can mony wonders dae : 
That unshorn crap upon the morning gray 
Was spreading far wi' stalks o' nodding com. 
Now day declining sees them nearly shom — 
Jist twa Scotch rood, and then the wark is done, 
A' but the trophy of the hairst to win. 
Now merry Merran, foremost in the gang 
To shear a rig and lilt an auld Scots sang. 
Wades thro' the corn, and like a bonnie lass, 
That plaits her ringlets at the keekin' glass, 
She grips some stalks and twists the maiden-rip 
In triple strands. Then in her walie grip 
She taks her heuk, and clears an open space 
Around the rip. Then at its root she lays 
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Her sickle doon. And now the shearers fast 

Close round the crap and get the kirn at last. 

Oh ! there is something in an aim or plan 

That nerves the undaunted energy of man, 

Though frequent failure cramps his keen emprise, 

His striving ardour grasps the crowning prize. 

Thus strove Columbus till his eye did scan 

A new-found world beyond the ken of man ; 

Thus wandered Bruce through horrid tracts to know 

The mystic springs whence Nilus waters flow ; 

Thus Galileo the mighty secret won. 

How this vast world wheels round yon blazing sun ; 

Thus glorious Newton like a hero fought. 

And beamy light its many mysteries sought. 

Till on the prism with its gorgeous glow 

He fix'd the beauty of the showery bow. 

Now for the race the shearers rankit stand, 

And wait the signal from the farmer's hand. 

He bauds it up, and with stentorian voice 

He loudly roars, " Ance, twice, thrice." 

Then like the chaff before a brisk-blown breeze. 

Or cattle tiggin' frae the clegs and flees, 

Awa they scamper owre the new-shorn rigs, 

Jock bouncing foremost wi' his spankin' legs. 

But ah ! waes me, what means that noisy gabble. 

Like tinkler beldames in a stormy squabble. 

Peggy the limmer, wi' her touzled hair, 

Is rounding Geordie like an angry bear ; 

While he, poor devil, e'en afraid to cheep, 

Hauds his poor nose that like a stabbit sheep 

Spouts gouts o' bluid. Tell us the cause 

Why Peggy's bellum on puir Geordie fa's. 

The cause was this, a stook-end took his leg. 
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And owre he* fell, and owre him tumbled Meg. 

Now skelpin' forward, Jock before them a' 

Bangs furious in and snecks the rip in twa, 

And bauds it up jist like a hangit cat, 

And unco proud that he the prize has gat. 

And when the shearers hae gat back their breath. 

Like huntsmen gathered to the fox's death, 

They clustered stand, and with a loud hurrah 

They roar as loud as e'er their lungs can blaw. 

Rook'd in the trunk of some auld moss-grown tree, 

In gloomy darkness from the sun's bright e'e. 

The drowsy howlet opes his solemn e'en, 

And gravely wonders what the sounds can mean, 

Till from his perch, affrighted by the cries. 

To deeper gloom he in the forest flies ; 

And Reynard, plund'rer of the roost and fold. 

The echoes sounding in his rocky hold. 

Starts from his slumber, growls, and pricks his ears. 

And thinks the hounds he in the distance hears. 

The sounds expire, he curls himself to sleep 

Till night o'er nature drops her curtain deep. 

And shearers, toiling on the neighbour farm, 

Wi' heuk in hand look up and wag their arm ; 

Nae envious feelings in their bosoms bum, 

But unco proud their freens hae gat the kirn, 

And if wat weather downa keep them back. 

That freenly band soon their ain kirn shall tak. 

In rankit order now the shearers steer 

Toward the farm, wi' " Jock placed " i' the rear, 

His sickle dangling like a huntsman's horn 

By his stout thigh, and bannet plumed wi' com, 

And on a bough cut frae the hazel tree, 

Wi' joy exulting in his roguish e'e, 
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He hauds aloft, that ilka ane may scan 
The corny prize his souple legs hae won, 
When hot from conquest to imperial Rome 
The warlike tyrant drove his spoilage home, 
Though flattery high triumphal arches reared, 
Yet he with envy would have gnaw'd his beard 
To see our shearers marching rank and file 
Beneath the light of Heaven!s approving smile, 
With glorious triumph in the harvest done, 
And bread for thousands in their labour won ; 
While he marched from the bluidy hairst o* death, 
Beneath the awful frown of Heaven's avenging wrath. 



Part Second. 



Prq>aratioD for the kim— The maiden feast in the fanner's ha' — 
Rustic dancing — ^to music— State balls and court levees — Con- 
clusion, 

■jVr OW for the kim the lasses busk them braw 

-^ ^ In snooded caps, white as the winter snaw. 

And lappit rocklays o' the lincome queen, 

And plaited kirtles o' the tartan sheen. 

And gay red ribbons flaffin' frae their hair, 

And trig-diced hose and buckled shoon they wear. 

The lads, red-bloomin' wi' their weel-wash'd skin. 

And smooth-kamed locks, and brichtly-polish'd shoon, 

And checkered gartens knotted at the knee, 

And broad Scotch bonnets jaunty worn a-jee, 
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And stockings ribbet like a new-plough'd rig, 
Wi' thigh-lang trews set aflf their shapely leg. 
Thae weel faufd lads are Nature's ain braw bairns, 
In her ain ways their simple hearts she learns ; 
They drink pure water from the purling rill, 
Wi' rustic fare their wames contented fill, 
The bloom o' health red-mantles on their cheek, 
. And in sweet slumber they their winkers steek 
After the wooin' o' their weel-lo*ed kimmer. 
And rise as fresh 's a dewy morn in simmer. 
Now the huge kitchen o' the rural biggin' 
Presents a scene below its straw-thatch'd riggin' 
Wad charm a Stoic's pleasure-hating eye, 
And e'en an Epicurean's gluttony supply. 
The reekit kebars thick wi' sautit-hams, 
Alang the wa's, and owre the chimla-jaras, 
There corny rips in tasteful clusters hing, 
Whilst conspicuous from its hempen string 
The last-shorn rip that souple Jock had won 
Hangs, busk'd wi' ribbons, near the farmer's gun ; 
And in the centre of the sanded floor, 
Wi' forms set round to seat the festive core, 
There load wi' plenty stands the ample board, 
And jars o' whisky in the aumry stor'd 
And yill-fiird barrels on the gauntres hung, 
With huge libations for the jovial throng. 
That glorious feast, a monarch e'en wad please, 
Nae stinted meanness in its dainties sees. 
Dish'd on a trencher in the centre-place, 
The "chieftain worthy of the poet's grace," 
There Scotland's haggis reeks the festal chief. 
In rantle-girded leggans warlock-prief ; 
Here milken curds and jugs o' lushy cream, 
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There mash'd potatoes on a platter seem 

A pigmy hillock ; here a braxie gigot. 

There crumpy farles on a basket biggit, 

And souple scones o' bolted barley meal, 

And dainty whangs cut aff the kebbuck-heel, 

And from the kirn new-ca'ed huge lumps o' butter, 

While nowthom spot)ns are laid by cog and platter. 

Bethankit it now the farmer slowly hums, — 

And on they rattle till like stented drums 

Their k)rtes are swall'd ; then from the board they clear 

The greasy plates wi* lumps o' broken cheer. 

Amongst the shearers sit a chosen core, 

The soul and glory o' the jovial splore. 

And cast a glamour owre the rustic folks, 

By droll-tauld tales and laughter-splitting jokes. 

There miller Hab, a sonsy-shouther'd chiel, 

Wha has nae peer at makin' parritch meal ; 

And smiddie Jock, a carle dour and grim, 

Black-bearded, burly, huge o' brawn and limb ; 

And Tam the chapman, wi' his stockit pack ; 

And crouchie Patie, wi' his bunchy back. 

The wee Apollo o' the rural clauchan ; 

And Hielant Donald wi' his kilt and spleughan. 

Now to the bam they're fidgin' a' to gang, 

To crook their houghs and sing an auld Scots sang, 

Sae aff they set, the merry-hearted core, 

To shake the rafters o' the sheafy store. 

Ye stately dames of high and proud degree, 

Wha air your greatness at the Queen's levee, 

Return the royal nod wi' courtly grace. 

When march'd in state before the monarch's face ; 

And with the semblance of a puppet show, * 

While Arty the showman, pulls the string below, 

2 
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Move at state-balls through some new-fangled dance, 
Some waltz frae Spain or cotillon frae France, 
How would ye cock your scornful noses up, 
Even pungent camphor in your nostrils stuff, 
Lest ye should swoon to see the uncouth maze 
Of clouty rustics in a perfect craze, 
Whooping like Indians daub'd with warlike keel, 
While pipers blaw till a' the rafters reel, 
Or fiddlers' elbocks jinkin' in and out, 
Jist like a tailor's needle through a clout 
Oh ! how unlike your feckless, foreign stuff 
To poor clodhoppers and their dancing rough ; 
They hae the manner'd, starch'd, stiff rules of art, 
But want the power to move the human heart ; 
They hae nae raptures, lasses lips to pree, 
And nae thoom-cracking nor uproarious glee, 
Which jigs, strathspeys in auld Scotch reels can gie. 
Now Hielant Donald gies his bagpipes breath. 
Till drones and chanter skirl wi' windy wrath, 
And up he blaws, by Neil Gow's genius set, 
That prince o * springs, The Braes o* Tullymet. 

O heaven-taught music, sweet celestial maid. 
From poor sunk hearts -thou lifts th' oppressing lade 
Of mournful grief and weary cank'ring care, 
Even penetrates the gloom of dark despair. 
And such, O music, is thy charming pow'r, 
The man^d monarch at thy feet would cow'r. 
Such is thy glamour owre the dancers cast, 
While Donald panting blaws his tunefii' blast, 
And seated snug, twa cottar wives between, 
The farmer's dame looks on the merry scene, 
And while she hearkens to their shouts o' glee, 



The Hair St Kim. 19 

A glistening tear-drap gathers in her e'e. 

To ither days her memory fondly flies, 

When in life's morning, with its golden skies, 

She in her maiden beauty lovelier grew, 

Fresh as the rose bedropp'd with morning dew ; 

Then gay she danced when a' the crap was shorn, 

Wi' joy untiring till the dawn of morn. 

But age, alas I has damp'd that pleasure now, 

And thron'd reflection on her wrinkled brow. 

Yet though her auld legs hae but little fettle. 

The mirth and music hae sae rous'd her mettle, 

That she is fain wi* some young lad to pair. 

And show her smeddum in a reel ance mair. 

Now stam'ral Jock, who seems to ken her wish. 

Comes stoitin' forward, while the dancers rush 

To tak' their places for anither reel. 

" Come up, auld wife," cries out the hearty chiel, 

" And loup as heigh as ye were gaun to flee. 

And shake your auld legs in a reel wi' me." 

He taks her hand, and leads wi' clumsy grace 

His ag^d partner to her dancing-place. 

Now through the reel the auld wife pants and blaws. 

Now grips her goon, now baith her arms she ca*s. 

Jock, wi' the antics o' a dancing bear, 

Now bauds her hauns and jigs across the flair, 

Now wheels her round, and when the dance is din, 

He in his daffin' and his waggish fun 

The merry auld wife round the neck he taks, 

And crouse and bauld her wither'd lips he smacks. 

And now to gie auld Donald's lungs a rest, 

And keep the rustics in a dancing zest. 

His stentit strings wee Patie sets in tune, 

The tempering pegs he gies a twist aboon, 
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And screws the alto to the sounding-pitch, 

Now racks the counter to a high-toned stretch. 

And slacks the tenor jist a kennan doon. 

Then, lastly, sets the sonorous bass in tune. 

Brisk Delvinside now gleesome Patie plays, 

The premier-chief o' Scotland's dear strathspeys, 

Now rattling fast " The deil among the snips,*' 

And lads and lasses come to closer grips. 

There Geordie, loupin' like a man red-wud, 

Brings doon his trampers wi' a fearsome thud ; 

Now whirlin' Peggy in the giddy reel 

A timmer-knot taks luckless Geordie's heel. 

And owre he wallops braid upon his back, 

And tears poor Peggy's goon-tail a' to wrack ; 

Her weel-faur'd features burning red wi' shame, 

She pins her raiment at the riven seam, 

And sair misca's him for a donnert sumph. 

He rising tells her wi' a surly grumph, 

" Ye needna wear your draigle-tails sae wide, 

It serves ye richt for your confounded pride." 

He limps awa, and hands his lumpit noddle. 

And swears nae mair sic dang'rous jauds he'll meddle. 

Now drams gang round and cogs o' freathin' ale, 

And mony a joke and droll auld farrant tale 

The glorious wit o' chapman Tam provides. 

The farmer, roarin' like to split his sides, 

And bids him stop the battery of his wit, 

Or to the door he will be forced to flit. 

And now frae Merran they a sang maun hae. 

And she to please them sings this roundelay. 

Sweet as the laverock on a simmer mom, 

That lilts its love-lay owre the springing com : — 
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The Reaper's Song. 

The blythe hairst now is past, and our sickles are at rest, 
And we're gather'd here in jollity and glee ; 

And we winna gang awa till the day begins to daw, 
But we'll sipple at the barley-bree. 

Chorus^ 

Then hey and how rumble low, my merry shearers a', 
We will dance till the grey cock shall craw, 

And our drowth we'll drook, for the crap is in the stook, 
And there's joy in the fiarmer's ha'. 

What though wi' weary legs we hae shorn a' the rigs, 
Still our labour was a pleasure we may say ; 

For the hours gaed linkin' by on the wings o' merry joy, 
Wi' sic laughin' and sic daffin' a' the day. — Chorus. 

May the bonnie harvest moon blink ilka nicht aboon, 
Till the yittle be a' gather'd to the yaird ; 

Then anither nicht we'll hae o' fun and jollity, 
And bouse at the yill till we're sair'd. — Chorus. 

Now for a sang they frae the miller look, 
And nae excuse frae honest Hab they took ; 
Thus corner'd snug, poor Habbie had nae chance, 
But tak his feet and sing his sang at ance. 

The Miller's Song. 

A GEY cantie dog a' my days I hae been, 
I can drink off a coggie o' swats 



I 



22 The Hairst Kirn, 

To wash a' the dust frae my craigie, I ween, 
And sharpen the edge o' my wits. 

Chorus. 

And my bonnie wee mill by the bumie stands. 
And she wons me mony a plack. 

As the wheel gans roun' wi' a plash, plash, plash. 
And the happer gaes tak, man, taL 

The king on the throne wi* the croon on his broo, 
Wi' his pomp I wad ne'er mak' a swap ; 

For my bonnie wee mill is my kingdom, I trow. 
And my croon is my auld mealy cap. 

Chorus — And my bonnie wee mill, &c. 

I hae a bit paddock, an acre or twa. 

And a meikle kailyaird forbye, 
Sax kye in the byre, twa naigs at the sta', 

And twa fat hogs in the sty. 

Chorus — ^And my bonnie wee mill, &c 

And I hae o' gowd guineas a hunner or twa, 

And devil a bodle in debt, 
Sae the deil pack me aif to his auld reekit ha' 

If I hae a conscience to fret. 

Chorus — And my bonnie wee mill, &c. 

I hae grund the auld farmer fu* mony a grist. 
For parritch and bannocks, I ween ; 

And aye to the kirn at the close o' the hairst 
To me a kind welcome he's gi'en. 

Chorus — And my bonnie wee mill, &c. 
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Yestreen he cam' doon wi' a melder to brie, 
And o' crackin' we wund a lang pirn ; 

We'll be dune wi' the shearin' the morn, quo' he, 
Sae, miller, come ye to the kirn. 

Chorus — And my bonnie wee mill, &c. 

May the blasts o' misfortune ne'er blaw in his lug, 

And sorrow ne'er darken his broo, 
And ne'er want a groat, nor a hot-reekin' jug 

O' the stuff that Kilbagie can brew. 

Chorus — And my bonnie wee mill, &c. 

Wi' boist'rous shout now up bangs raploch Jock, 
And bids auld Donald blaw his windy pock. 
Uncouthly now he lifts his ploughman stumps, 
And tips his taes, and wheels and plets and jumps, 
While rappin' shoon they gie him courage mair 
To hae sma' mercy on the thumpit flair ; 
Taks aff in rapture his Kilmarnock cap, 
And twirls it briskly round his tousie tap. 
And cracks his thumbs, and shouts wi' madcap glee. 
Till Donald fags and unco tired gets he. 
Now Tam the chapman gets but little peace. 
While clamorous rappings for his sang increase ; 
Sae he bangs up, pu's out his sneeshing-mill, 
And taks a pinch, syne starts wi' richt guid will 

The Pedlar's Song. 

I HAE wander'd owre Scotland for mony a day 
Wi' my pack on my back, and my plaidie sae grey ; 
J hae danced at blythe bridals and drunk at lykewakes, 
And tasted at kirsenin's the whisky and cakes, 
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Chorus. 

But, hurrah for the kirn, the merry hairst kirn, 
The kirn of auld Scotland, the auld Scottish kirn. 

I hae sauld yairds o' ribbons and brooches sae braw 
To the lasses o* Scotland in cottage and ha' ; 
But I sell aye the maist when the hairst is near thro', 
'Tis to busk them a' braw for the kirn, I trow. 

Chorus — ^Then, hurrah for the kirn, &c 

When the gay whistling ploughman uprooted the sod. 
And the seedsman had scattered the handfii's abroad, 
And the hot-beaming summer had ripen'd the com, 
Then ye thrust in your heuks and ye fought for the kirn. 
Chorus — Then, hurrah for the kirn, &:c 

Now weVe boused at the yill wi' Its mantle o' freath, 
And frichtet I' faith a' the rattons to death 
By the loud-skirlin' pipes as we wheel'd on the flair. 
And danced at Scotch reels till our shanks they gat sair. 
Chorus — ^Then, hurrah for the kirn, &c 

Here's a health to Auld Scotland, the land of the brave. 
May her glory ne'er fade tho' we're cauld in the grave, 
And deil skin them a' o* their hide and their hair, 
Wha hands nae the kirn when our name is nae main 
Chorus — ^Then, hurrah for the kirn, &c 

Now Burnewin he to his feet maun bang, 
And sing, bravo, a canty-chorus'd sang ; 
So Jock, notorious for his windy brag. 
He'll sing a sonnet he himsel' did tag 
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In rough-shod measure, whom your critic folk 
Wad curtly snub and kirsen honest Jock 
.A heather blotter poet, a rh3rming quack. 
Rough as the birse upon a badger's back ; 
But deil-ma-care Jock thinks it richt enoughi 
So boasting up a thrapple-redding cough, 
He thus commences with unlaurell'd brows 
To sing the product of his fameless muse : 



The Blacksmith's Song. 

My smiddie was built in the year aughty-aucht, 
Twa year ere the Boyne's bloody battle was fought. 
The year that King Jamie, the thrawn-headed ass. 
Three kingdoms did tine for the sake of a mass. 

Chorus, 

Then hey for my smiddie, my auld reekit smiddie, 
That brings the Scotch placks to my spleughan ; 

And tho' the auld rickle be runkled and duddie 
She's a credit and pride to the clauchan. 

My smiddie it stands by an auld thorn tree, 
And the bumie below sings a sweet lullabie ; 
Anc( tho' its auld riggin' may hae a howeback, 
The winnocks be paneless and holes i' the thack, 
Chorus — Yet hey for my smiddie, &c. 

In her my auld fe3rther wrocht eident and sair. 
And left me^ puir bodie, his hard-eam'd gear ; 
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And sair he did wish I wad stap in his shoon, 
And hand aye the smiddie's auld credit aboon. 
Chorus— ll\Mtxi hey for ray smiddie, &c. 

When chilly December blaws ourie and keen, 
And wi' their blunt graith on their shouthers at e'en, 
Forjaskit, the ploughmen come in frae the plougK, 
My smiddie's a howff for the gossips, I trow. 

Chorus — Then hey for my smiddie, &c. 

Auld Bauldy the beadle comes in wi' his news. 
And Snip aff the lawboard whyles sets in his nose, 
And Mouter-the-melder, the chappin' to try it. 
Comes in like a doo and gangs out like a pyet. 

Chorus — ^Then hey for my smiddie, &a 

And auld Tam the tinkler, sae crabbit and sour. 
Is whyles like to fecht by an argument doure 
Wi' Willie the wabster, whose Radical hand 
In pendicle lairdships wad parcel the land. 

Chorus — Then hey for my smiddie, &c. 

I hae a wee biggin', wi' strae thackit owre. 
And red-blooming roses grow thick by the door, 
And I hae in my housie a thrifty wee dame, 
Wha keeps like a palace my cothy wee hame. 

Chorus — Then hey for my smiddie, &c. 

And I hae twa wee laddies for mischief and fun 
Wad maister auld Hornie as sure as a gun, 
And twa bonnie lassocks, the pride o' their mither. 
In form and feature twin pictures o' ither. 

Chorus — Then hey for my smiddie, &c. 
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Thus joy my wee wife and my bairnies can gie, 
Then Geordie the king is a beggar to me, 
He wons in a palace baith spacious and fine, 
But spier gin his heart be as lightsome as mine. 
Chorus — ^Then hey for my smiddie, &c. 

Now tipsy Donald's got his ship in port, 
And lies snug-anchor'd from the stormy sport, 
And his poor brother o' the tuneful trade. 
In drunken glory like a warrior dead. 
Flat on the floor, lies snoring on his back, 
While his poor fiddle, broken a' to wrack, 
Where mauchless he in beastly stupor fell, 
Lies close beside him like a crushed egg-shelL 
Our heroes fall, the merriment has ceas*d, 
And rustic revels of the maiden feast 
Besides, the cock among his feathered dames, 
With rousing craw the coming day proclaims ; 
And yonder, where the lofty Lomonds rise, 
The dawn approaching streaks the morning skies. 
The shearers, too, begin to gaunt and grane, 
For joy protracted turns to thorny pain, 
So to their hames they tak their several way, 
To steek in sleep their drowsy e'en till day. 

My hamely muse her rustic tale has tauld. 
And fain wad 'mourn the glorious kirn of auld ; 
For in this trustless, mammon-serving age. 
No merry pastimes charm the fool and sage. 
No more the kim's gay revelry is heard 
When a' the stooks are stackit in the yard. 
At Fastere'en no more the song goes round, 
From countra folks by rustic labour brown'd ; 
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No mystic nuts are brunt at Hallowmas, 
No apples munch' d before the keeking-glass, 
Tap-pickles pu'ed, or wechts o* phantom grain 
Are seeming winnow'd by the amorous swain ; 
No more at kirsenin's seen the whangs and farles, 
And foaming tankards from the home-brew'd barrels, 
And bumpers drunk to grace the bonnie wean. 
Say, will these merry-makings come again ? 
No 1 in the hurry and the chase for gold 
These simple pastimes of the days of old, 
Remember'd only in tradition's lore, 
Are sunk for ever, to be restored no more. 
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EPISTLE TO WILLIAM ADIE, 

FOUNDER AND PRESIDENT OF THE TULLOCHGORUM CLUB, 

ALLOA. 

Apollo self 
Deigned to become a shepherd in thine halls, 
And tune his lays along the woodland slopes^ 
Whereat entranced the spotted lynxes came 
To mingle with thy flocks : from Orthry's glen 
Trooped tawny lions ; e*en the dappled fawn 
Forth from the shelter of her pinewood haunts 
Tripped to the music of the sun-god's lyre — ^Alcestis. 

TT E ALTH and lang life to minstrel WilUe, 
-*• *• My bosom freen and fiddlin' billie, 
Altho' like thee no hauf sae skilly 

At sic a pleasure, 
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Yet I can dirl a reel or solo 

To cheer ray leisure. 

Altho' thou kneads the yeastly loaves 

Thy cricket-haunted oven hoves, 

The jauds that haunt Parnassian groves, 

Nane lo*es them better, 
Especial Terpsichore thou loves 

To coax and flatter. 

The brisk, clean-shankit, nimble hizzie. 
Her laureird tresses loose and frizzy, 
Thou gars thy fingers quick and busy 

Jink owre the strings, 
And thro' the dance, till dazed and dizzy, 

She loups and flings. 

Chief o' the elbuck-jinkin' quorum, 
At that new dub ca'ed TuUochgorum, 
Come push about the whisky-jorum. 

Ye canty core. 
And Torydom and Whigmigmorum 

, Pack to the door. 

When ance the drap has wat your whistle, 
Come gie your bows a ros'ning fissle. 
And screw the pegs wi* cheepin' twistle. 

And dtrum the thairms. 
And set agog wP tunefu' bustle 

Your jinkin* airms. 

Thou, Willie, rap and they shall follow, 
And, Patie, play thou sweet and mellow. 
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Thou, grocer Bob, a bow-stroke brawly 

Can jouk and diddle. 

And, Crawford, scraip the humming belly 

O' thy huge fiddle. 

Come pipe your flute-holes, Rab and Geordie, 
When ance ye blaw the tuning chordie. 
And! shall be your laureate bardie, 

Gif ye think fit. 
And tell the warle they're patriots sturdy 

In Scotland yet 

Play Birntebousley Clean Pease Strae^ 
GUnorchy 5 Jigy and Gretas Strathspey^ 
And sangs like Birks d Invermayy 

Wi' tunefu* dash ; 
But Oh ! deil tak ye gin ye play 

Outlandish trash. 

Your dons wha scraip to prima donnas 

At opera plays, rare Paganinis 

They think themselves, the silly ninnies, 

Whom fools wad pay. 
For box or pit, twa gowden guineas 

To hear them play. 

They scraigh wi* idiotic fash. 
At fine sonatas and sic trash. 
Now die awa, now hasty dash 

Wi* brattling^arm, 
A tuneless wild chaotic hash 

O' calm and storm. 
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What tho* they play by polished art 
Ilk humdrum sentimental part 
O* Bach, Beethoven, and Mozart, 

To stage buffoons ; 
Their madrigals ne'er touch the heart, 

Like Scotland's tunes. 

O Gow, thou Scotland's bauld Apollo, 
By reekin' cans droon'd melancholy, 
A real care-murth'ring Bacchus jolly 

Down to this day ; 
Wha play'd like thee a lente solo, 

Reel or strathspey ? 

Thou play'd nae dull outlandish driddles 
Upo' thy fine-toned first o' fiddles, ' 

But allegrettos, shakes, and diddles, 

Harmonious gay, 
And at hairst kirns and kintra bridles 

Was welcom'd aye. 

Oh ! may thy reels thro' Hielant chanters 
Be blawn, and play'd by catgut stenters, 
Be dung their fiddles a' to splinters, 

Those denty fallows, 
Wha screech awa like stabbit grunters 

At dringing solos. 

Ye moping owls o' melancholy, 
Wha twist your gabs at glaikit folly. 
Your lang sour face, I ken it brawly, 

Shall gloom and glunch 
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At folcs a fiddlin' blythe and jolly 

Owre whisky-punch. 

Grim foes to fun and gay carousals, 
Harps, fiddles, guitars, trumps, and whistles. 
You'd crush, I' faith, like shells o' mussels 

Below your cloots ; 
Music, ye black funereal tossles. 

Can charm the brutes. 

• 

Apollo struck the lyric string, 

And near him crouch'd the forest-king, 

And spotted pards and fawns did bring 

In groups and swarms ; 
Entranced they round him form'd a ring 

Thro' music's charms. 

Avaunt, ye grim sepulchre growlers, 
Play Cabetfeighy Smd Coals to Nailers^ 
Or Cluniis Reel, to kintra-tillers, 

They're aff their doup, 
'Twad mak ye tine your mournful dolours 

To see them loup. 

May tuneless poortith, cauld and chilly, 
Ne'er slack thy heart-strings, canty Willie, 
Nor dool a melancholic solo 

Upon them play, 
But pleasure tune the gamut hoolie 

Frae day to day. 
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TO A BLACKBIRD'S NEST, 

ON SEEING ONE SCATTERED ON THE BOUGHS 
OF A HAWTHORN TREE. 

^lyEE ruin'd heap o' moss and hair, 
^ ^ The cost o' meikle toil and care, 
What imp o' mischief did thee tear 

Wi' ruthless zest, 
As toss'd thee on that hawthorn fair, 

Thou bonnie nest. 

In that sweet-smelling hawthorn tree. 
That frae the blasts did shelter thee, 
Thou held sae bien and cosilie 

The sangster's joys ; 
But ah ! thou caught the spoiler's e'e. 

And there thou lies. 

Compelled by pangs o* hunger stern, 
The hawk spits on the spiky thorn 
His plumey prey, ere it be torn — 

'Tis nature's need ; 
But here, alas ! must pity mourn 

An aimless deed. 

O ! man, though lord o' flood and field, 

Why thus to tender mercy steel'd ? 

What pleasure can sic mischief yield 

Thy cruel heart. 

And o'er God's creatures thus to wield 

A tyrant's part ? 
3 
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The parent-birds at their return, 
Wi* clam'rous grief shall sairly mourn 
Their nestie robb'd and rudely torn 

By thy undoin', 
And strew'd upon the flow'ring thorn 

In ravish' d ruin. 

Below these boughs, its shelt'ring riggin', 
That wee mud-plaster* d cosy biggin', 
By nature's fond desire colleaguin', 

What pains and care 
They took to big it, neat and snug, in 

Its covert there. 

And that wee bed o' hair and woo, "^ 

And " foggage green " the forest grew, 
Like azure harebells steep'd in dew 

At purpling morn, 
Five speckled eggs o' greeny-blue 

Did soon adorn. 

While owre her eggs the hen-bird cower'd. 

Her faithfu' sable-plumaged lord, 

Perch'd on yon neighbouring hawthorn bower'd 

Wr blossoms fair. 
His gushing sang enamour'd pour'd, 

And soothed her care. 

Soon five wee birdies fiU'd the nest, 
Below her life engend'ring breast 
Hatch'd, that the forest might be blest 

Wi' songs o' love 
O' nature's sangsters, far the best 

In bow'r and grove. 
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Her little minstrels thrave and grew; 
She quenched their thirst wi' blobs o' dew 
That hung frae ilka thorny bough 

At morning gray, 
And brocht them grubs and worms enow 

Throughout the day. 

She soon full-fledg'd wad seen them soar, 
The pride and joy o' grove and bow'r, 
Soft-whistHng in the gloamin* hour 

In glen or shaw : 
Now by the spoiler's ruthless pow'r 

They're stown awa. 

Then blasted are her hopes and joys, 
And sever'd are her dearest ties. 
And here in ragged ruin lies 

Her dear-loved hame. 
While Nature's God indignant eyes 

His baffled aim. 



THE PLOUGHMAN TO HIS PARRITCH COG. 

A H ! there thou stands, my parritch coggie, 
•^^ Wi' spoon beside thee and the joggie 
Weel filled wi* soupe frae crummie's baggie, 

Croon'd thick wi' cream, 
To slip my parritch owre my craigie, 

And stow my wame. 
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Hail, parritch, chief o' Scotland's dishes, 
Thou hast my hand-waled pray'r and wishes, 
Thou brings nae gout or colic brashes 

Our spleen to sour. 
Like foreign trash o' seasoned hashes 

Whilk cits devour. 

Ere owre my weason thou shall4)ack aff, 

I reverently my cap shall tak aflf. 

And sic a blaud o' thanks shall crack aff 

Wi* mair gude will, 
Then ever gospel priestie spak afF 

Wr holy skill 

" My faults and failings, Lord, forgie me, 
As owre my cog thou *11 thankfu' see me, 
And may thy providence ne*er lea' me 

Wi* wrang miscarriage. 
But nicht and momin' daily gie me 

A cog o' parritch." 

Now in my cog the spoon I'll dibble. 

And tak o' milk the tither dribble. 

O parritch, thou ne'er made me wauble 

At brake or plough ; 
Be't lang-laid ley or cloddy stibble 

I strachled thro*. 

Be thee my han' was strangly prappit 
To leave nae stibble-stubs unhappit. 
But fur to fur lay smoothly lappit 

Each by the ither. 
And ploughed sax rood ere sax had chappit 

Wi' UtUe bother. 
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At thee dish'd up in cog or platter, 

Aitmeal, a pickle saut and water, 

Braw fo'ks may sneer wi' thieveless titter ; 

But see the pack, 
Then jist the shanky tangs nae fatter 

For a' they tak 

Auld crusty port, roast beef, ragouts, 
Compared wi' thee and water-brose, 

! how unlike! Thee I suppose 

Art only fit 
A hungry sow her dirty nose 

In thee to set 

What tho* they dine in gilded chaumer 

Upo' the best o' belly-timmer. 

When grushie health, the rosy kimmer, 

They canna woo. 
Like him, the clumsy hashy hammer. 

Rough at the plough. 

How cou'd the silly thowless fouters 
Wi' stoopit backs, like cobblin' souters, 
Ahint the ploughtail lift their trotters 

Nine hours a day. 
Among the whaups and heather-blitters 

On muirlan' ley. 

Or cou'd they rug out wi' a graip 
The muck trod in a midden heap, 
Thrash out a stack, thraw out a rape. 

And fence a park ; 

1 fear they'd mak a fell-like shape 

At siclike warL 
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But, parritch, brose, or crowdie-grout, 
Can mak the ploughman steive and stout, 
His wahe neive wad fell a nowte 

Jist at a blow. 
And sturdy ca' the naigs about 

At cart or plough. 

Nae doctors* pills and drugs he taks. 
And ne'er is fleech'd by Lonnon quacks ; 
Tho* thro' his joints rheumatic-racks 

Shoot like a knife. 
Still he is blest wi' lang-spun tacks 

O' health and life. 

Oh ! wad the gentles, man and woman, 
Tak this advice, tho* plain and common, 
Frae me a poor but honest ploughman, 

To sup a bicker 
O' halesome parritch mom and gloamin' 

Wi' milk or sucker. 

Their nose wad tine its plooks and pimples. 
Their chins wad fauld in sonsy dimples, 
Nae langer canker' d spleeny grumples 

O' sour ill-nature, 
But guid-condition'd, buirdly samples 

O' wecht and stature. 

When winds thro' leafless woods are moanin' 
May plenty a' the rigs be crownin'. 
And crummies rowtin' up the loanin' 

Wi* weel-filled baggies. 
That honest clowns may rise up groanin' 

Frae new-toom*d coggies. 
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THE TWA SCEPTICS, 

OR, THE DEIL'S AIN. 
A TALE. 

** Heed not the sceptic," pleads the Christian sage, 

" The pirate scuttler of salvation's ark 

And Godless scoffer at the sacred page, 

As chronicled by Israel's wandering race, 

Who, like a harbourless and helmless bark, 

Toss'd on a shoreless sea till hopeless dash'd 

Among the breakers of unfixed belief. 

He sinks a wreck. His tactics wage 

Eternal war against eternal hope ; 

Leave poor, perplexM, and bewildered man 

To grope like Cyclops round the cave of doubt. 

Exiled for ever from the ken of hope, 

To perish like a beast, and be no more ; 

Would make this earth a counterpart of hell ; 

Take from the toiling poor the hallowed day 

(That palmy oasis in the wastes of care) ; 

Let vice and violence reign, from justice tear 

The doubtful balance trembling in her hand, 

And hydra -headed anarchy prevail, 

Till sacred piles and palaces are laid 

In mouldering ruin. O blinded wretch ! 

How can thy weak and puny soul e'er know 

The Almighty's vast infinitude of power 

In galaxies of worlds innumerable, 

As are the ages of eternity I 

Unbend thy brow, where Lucifer has stamp'd 

Rebellion's brand, and bow with reverence low 

Before the awful majesty of God, 

On Him alone plant all thy hopeful trust. 

From Him the weary and the broken heart 

Finds solace to its woes, which cold philosophy, 
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With all its knowledge of the wandering spheres, 
The flux of tides and atmospheric change, 
Still fails to do. 'Tis ye, O priests ! 
Have done the mischief to religion's name. 
And propagated sceptics thick as flies. 
Your loaded tables and your rich attire 
Have no accordance with that lowly One 
Who had nowhere to lay His weary head. 
If ye be followers, then undo your ways. 
Plant meek humility upon your brow 
And charity by your store, and learn of Him 
The gentle, lowly, glorious Son of God." 

T HERE wad tell in auld Scots rhyme 
•*■ What happened ance upon a time. 
Ae bonnie fine September nicht 
The stars were blinkin* clear and bricht, 
And silent shone the bonnie moon, 
When, comin' frae Dunfarlin toon, 
That twa auld cronies thick and pack, 
Had on the road a wondrous crack. 
And folks may doubt, yet faith the twa 
By Hornie ne'er were stown awa. 
And our twa worthies took the gate 
When it was wear something late. 
And they were cracky, crouse, and canty, 
And had o' drink enough and plenty, 
And had o' whisky mair then plenty. 
The first well name they ca'ed him Ned : 
By biggin* dykes he wan his bread. 
And though his morals ne'er were doutit, 
The dread hereafter life he scoutit, 
And though he bogled at the priest, 
His heart beat kindly in his briest ; 
Although the kirk's lang-shankit ladle 
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Ne*er gat frae him ae copper bodle, 

He gied the gangrel beggar's pock 

Of aumous meal a denty lock ; 

And though he hated chapel-<:himes, 

He loved the Ayrshire ploughman's rhymes ; 

And though he doubted Scripture lore, 

He ponder'd weel the sceptic core — 

The warks o* Payne, Hume, and Voltaire, 

Reign'd chief among his lettered lear : 

In golden-backit bindings braw, 

Wi' Robin's rhymes set in a raw. 

And as he was at open rupture 

Against the chronicles o' Scripture, 

He gather'd proofs frae coal and stane, 

And show'd creation's age mista'en ; 

Triumphant proved his shell-shaped fossils. 

That in them lampets, whelks, and mussels, 

Had ha'en their shelter and abode 

For countless ages 'fore the flood ; 

And thistle-stampit auld Scotch bodies, 

King-crow^ing celebrating medals. 

And books o' quaint and curious lore 

Adom'd his antiquarian store. 

His wit was biting, rude, and ready, 

On ony Gospel-pond'ring body; 

Wad e'en perplex'd the sage o' Chelsea, 

By quibbles in a Gospel tulzie. 

Will they ca'ed the tither billie. 

And wondrous stories had to tell aye. 

He was a rude unpolished carle. 

And liked to pree the whisky barrel. 

And rantin' wi' the drunken core. 

Like ony Dutchman bann'd and swore. 
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To honour's road his path was crookit, 
For poachin' aye his heart it yeukit ; 
When autumn's yellow fields were shorn, 
Wi* bleezing torch held owre the burn 
In salmon pools his spear he pokit, 
And mony a bonnie fish he hookit, 
And ranged thro' forest moor and mire, 
And shot the game-birds o* the squire. 
Even stowlins saw nae meikle harm, 
To try the wee still-pat and worm ; 
And like his bosom cronie Neddy, 
He ne'er was godly nor kirk-greedy ; 
But had cock-shangies on a Sunday, 
And at the deiPs books took a hand aye, 
And in the play unkenn'd to grace, 
Wad cheat the devil to his face ; 
And he unmoved by pious raptures, 
Wad boil'd his kettle wi' the Scriptures. 
Though he the Bible wad hae brunt it, 
Ned's honest warm heart he wanted ; 
Cou'd better play the crafty rogue 
To keep his character incog, 
White-wash'd like milk-white alabaster, 
The sceptic keekin' thro' the plaster. 
Then as the twa had wander'd on 
Twa lang Scots mile to Camock toon, 
They sat them down and eased their shanks 
Upon the roadside's grassy banks, 
And there blew up a hearty crack 
While to the dyke they lean'd their back, 
Wi' hostile feelings in their briests 
About the kirk folks and the priests. 
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Ned. 
I oft hae wondered, neibour Willie, 
That folk should be so weak and silly, 
As set sic stress upo* their conscience 
About that theologic nonsense 
Preach* d by the reverend lads in black 
Ilk Sunday to the kirk-gaun pack. 
The same auld musty, sair-wom lear 
TheyVe preach'd a'maist twa thousan* year, 
Ae day's cauld kail left i' the pot 
For next day's denner dish'd-up hot. 
And folks in bigotry sae rooted 
Wad e'en be brunt ere they wad doubt it, 
Tho' some hae sense I can commend it, 
For preachin's use I ne'er yet kenn'd it ; 
To them the drumlie lang palaver 
Gangs in ae lug and out the ither ; 
Or drowsy sunk in sinfu' slumber, 
The fient the haet o't they'll remember. 
And dandy wives and bonnie lasses 
Gang but to show afF their braw dresses, 
And gie their vain inspection scope. 
As it was jist a mil'ner's shop ; 
For they shall ken, I'se gie my caution. 
What newest bannet's in the fashion. 
And spruce toon-birkies, wild scapegraces, 
Glow'r in the lasses bonnie faces, 
And kiss their loofs and leer and goggle. 
E'en till the jauds are like to giggle ; 
And hae been kenn'd in far-back parts 
To draw a dirty pack o' cartes. 
And play a rousing round or twa. 
While godly fo'ks ne'er heard nor saw. 
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But steadfast glow*]!!!' at the priest, 
They lookit neither wast nor east, 
Nor wad hae moved, I meikle doubt them. 
Even tho' the kirk had fa'en about them. 
But priests may preach till they be hearse. 
The crap o' fools shall ne'er be scarce, 
Nae Scripture saws can mend their hearts 
Frae drinkin' gills and playin' at cartes, 
And ne'er be tied to wedded amours 
Frae hunting after whorish limmers. 
And as for knaves, they'll ne'er be scant 
While priests themsel's can fill the want ; 
They damn Auld Nick's apostate pride, 
'Twixt their's and his a midge micht stride. 
Yon mitred knaves, what king e'er matches 
Their pouther'd flunkies, silks, and coaches. 
And when ordain' d to try the trade. 
And hands are laid upon their head, 
Mark how the sleekit rascals swear 
How they will serve their master dear, 
Till snug wi' steepind, glebe, and manse, 
His cause for them may gang to France. 
They talk on feasts o' holy lear. 
And think wi' sic their wames she'd sair. 
Gude faith, roast beef, and cogs o' kail 
Gie them a mair substantial meal ; 
They preach their flocks up charitie. 
But deil a plack themsel's they gie. 
They crack o' smoorin' carnal fires. 
Then them nae man mair gowd desires ; 
Ere they wad tak an ill-paid poupit. 
The Lord may call till he be roupit 
And priests when preachin' on the deil, 
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Their tinkler tongues can scauld him weel ; 

But I hae doubts if he were dead, 

And divots happit on his head, 

They'd have to tramp, the reverend gentry, 

Wi' meal-pocks beggin' round the country. 

Auld Hornie's jist their staff o* bread, 

The loss o' him wad spoil the trade. 

Will. 

Hech ! Ned, on priests ye tak your skouth, 

But you hae spak the naked truth. 

Priests are a pack I ne'er can like, 

Nae mair then baudrons likes a tyke. 

Had I the poVr, Hke inclination, 

I'd flit them to a fitter station. 

Gie them o' honest wark a hitch, 

By howkin' in a darty ditch. 

Or twal hours yokin' at the pleugh 

Would gie the rascals wark enough. 

Part a' their glebes to puir folks' kailyairds. 

And tak their tiends afF feiiners' stackyairds. 

And wi' nae chack upo' my conscience, 

Wad mak a bonfire o' their nonsense. 

A' times hae they, the crafty pack. 

Provided weel for hame and back. 

In langsyne days the monkish rooks 

Aye bigg'd their nest in flowery nooks. 

Gat charter'd grants o' acres broad, 

Till Scotland's kings had scarce a rood ; 

And now your modem preacher cattle 

Hae jist the same auld-farrant ettle. 

To get o' gear the largest rug. 

And keep themsel's aye bien and snug ; 
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They poortith's hovel seldom come tae, 
But tend the gentry for a wamefu\ 
And your half-crazy poor street preacher 
Wad better been an honest ditcher, 
But had mair craft aneth his sark 
Then dae an honest fair day's wark, 
Even scom'd to tak the gundy barrow, 
And at the chapman's pack did tarrow ; 
But had o' gab an unco knack, 
Sae he becam' a spiritual quack, 
Though aftentiraes, poor worthless wonner, 
He's sair perplex'd to get a denner, 
And forced to sleep for want o' cash 
Among the lowest blackguard trash. 
And though a coat o' rusty black 
The wauf-like wretch has on his back, 
And next his skin, ingrain'd wi' dirt 
And grey wi' beas, but hauf a shirt, 
And no the theologic knowledge 
Of priests weel-lear'd in school and college. 
And no like them sae meikle paid, 
He's jist a rival i! the trade. 
High-cock'd upon a chair or barrel. 
At some street-comer stands the carle, 
And rowts and roars like ane redwud, 
Exhorting weel the thoughtless crowd 
To get converted like himsel'. 
Or else they'll a' gang straucht to hell. 
Auld sinners shakin' in their shin, 
Wi' meikle dread o' what they've din, 
Gang hame the gaet, and twa-three days 
They'll hae a conscience ill at ease ; 
But like a swine, for soon they'll tire, 
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That fyles its washin' in the mire, 
Unchanged their wicked hearts o* stane, 
They'll soon be their auld sel's again. 
Even wives wi' sheer religion crazy 
Get tousie, dirty, sweer and lazy, 
Wha ance were cleanly, trig, and tidy, 
. And had the gudeman's meals aye ready. 
Now fired wi' hot religious zeal 
They gang, for their salvation's weal, 
To godly gatherings almost nightly, 
A thing in housewives sure unrightly. 
Better to clout, the taivert bodies. 
The raggit breeks o' their wee laddies. 
Then sit palaverin' like daft folk. 
E'en till it chap twal on the clock. 
How first they fand themsels converted. 
And for the new Jerusalem started. 
And pray wi' meikle stress and granein'. 
As windy grips their wames were painin'. 
And then the Lord's ain chosen saunts, 
Wha seem sae free frae flaws and wants, 
And a' temptations seem to mock. 
Hid in religion's ample cloak, 
Wash'd in regeneration's dam — 
Gude faith ! tis naething but a sham. 
Believe, my fi-ien', they only think it. 
Their carnal nature nane can sink it. 
Tak ane a lick upon the cheek. 
That instant he his neive wad steek ; 
Can sell his honour unco cheap, 
For twa-three gowden chaps to keep ; 
A neighbour's dearest secrets ken, 
But be a Judas when he's gane. 
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No, no ! the Lord's ain chosen flock 
Hae still the fauts o' Adam's stock ; 
The canting wretches seldom miss 
To show mair flesh then godliness. 
Snug in the stronghold o' belief, 
To commonsense and reason deaf, 
They look on mankind's moral warks 
As they were dirty clouts and sarks ; 
And though thy charity should stock 
Wi' ruth o' meal the beggar's pock, 
And thy kind heart compassion touch 
To lift the drunkard frae the ditch ; 
And though thou be the widow's stay, 
And a' thy lawfu' debts should pay, 
And honestly should earn thy bread, 
And help thy friend in time o' need; 
Though every gude in thee were summ'd. 
Yet still, yet still, thou shalt be damn'd. 
But be thou liar, knave, deceiver. 
Still be a sturdy, staunch believer, 
And that's the only open yett 
That thou to heavenly bliss shall get. 

Ned 

If that's the gaet. Lord help the heathen, 
For their cauld creed they pit nae faith in, 
That cruelly damns unkirsen'd bairns. 
And though he swing in gallows aims. 
The man that's chosen for salvation. 
He'll get escapit frae damnation. 
O ye vile hypocrites, ye snakes, 
Your horrid dungeons, racks, and stakes, 
Hae foully blacken'd history's page ; 
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And in your polish* d modem age, 

Your hellish wiles and knavish knack, 

Thro* fair thro' foul, to catch the plack, 

Wad mak the honest Pagan blush, 

And for the change wad hardly wish. 

Even though the bluidy times be gane 

When superstition held her reign, 

And yon seven-hill'd auld scarlet wh-re 

Had a' the warle maist in her povv'r, 

If ony preacher has the grace 

To gim in Orthodox/s face, 

And say her doctrines are na true, 

He*ll rouse on him a vengefu* crew, 

And if kirk-sessions had the pow'r 

He wad be brunt wi' vengeance dour ; 

And' though the biting curs be muzzled, 

He*ll be sae badger*d and bamboozled, 

And strictly question'd every quirk 

Anent the creed o' Scotland's kirk. 

But if he bauldly stands his ground. 

And a curs*d heretic he's found, 

The crew shall try wi* spitefu* haste 

To get him ruin*d and disgraced. 

Twa bauchels and a walkin'-staff, 

A hint that he may jist pack aff. 

They plant beside the poor man's door, 

That he should preach to them no more 

The honest saws o' commonsense, 

Whom they langsyne hae packet hence. 

And mony a weel-lear*d honest fallow, 

Their superstitious stuff maun swallow. 

And a' his sceptic doubts maun shirk, 

To get the privilege o' the kirk, 

4 
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For, Lord, ye ken thae women folks 

Are unco. staunch and orthodox ; 

Sae he tae haud doon household strife 

Maun jist gie in to please the wife ; 

The sweet wee leech that sucks her briest, 

It maun be kirsen'd by the priest ; 

But if the wife had ony sense, 

She'd let their kirsenin* gang to France. 

It canna keep her bonnie bairn 

A wild deirs buckie's tricks to learn, 

And grow as strong's a thrissel-tap, 

Though it ne'er saw ae kirsenin' drap. 

And lovers true tae ane anither, 

In wedlock gree to creep thegither, 

The meddlin' kirk maun ken about it, 

And out their names maun hae them shouted 

By him wha sings the haly rhyme, 

As they were baddies fresh and prime 

Roafd by some drucken cadger tyke 

Frae Buckie, Crail, or Cellardyke. 

And then the eccles'astic dark. 

He maun be paid weel for his wark, 

A guid gowd guinea staps his greed, 

Which they to gie had little need; 

Besides by randies auld and grizzled 

Their reputation will be touseird, 

Like hempen tow, thro' slander's heckle. 

And if, which happens now sae meikle. 

Before nine months they've been thegither 

The bonnie bride becomes a mither. 

The kirk shall no be lag nor lame. 

Ere their wee baimie gets its name, 

To get them ca'ed before the session 
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And answer for their indiscretion. 

Nae doot some rigid " holy Will," 

Wi' pious chast'nings fierce and fell, 

Shall be as dour upon the pair 

As they were saxty years and mair, 

When fornicators bare the brunt, 

And on the creepie had to mount, 

And they wi* shame red in the face 

Held doon their heads in sair disgrace, 

And heard Mess John wi' holy clamour 

Scauld them like ony tinkler limmer, 

Tho* aiblins he when young and bauld 

Nae wilder toop was in the fauld 

For deeds that daumaweel be named, 

Wr wanton ewes nae shepherd claim'd, 

For student lads, to their disgrace, 

Hae mischief mair then gifts o' grace. 

They leave their lexicons and grammars 

To haunt the howfTs o* shameless limmers, 

And lang before the cock shall craw, 

And ere the day begins to daw, 

They mad wi' mischief, fun, and whisky. 

Shall play fu' mony a deeVlish pliskie. 

But I on priests to be mair civil, 

For I fair-play wad gie the devil. 

In days when folks had less o' lear. 

If onjr decent honest pair 

Had in their family bom and bred 

A modest, pale-faced, gentle lad, 

Wi' piety printed in his looks, 

And a' his joy his darling books. 

They toird and swat fra morn to mirk, 

To get him colleged for the kirk. 



52 TIu Twa Sceptics. 

And he the pride o* their dwallin' 

Brocht honour on the sacred callin'. 

And then sae mony college hands 

To tak the goon and twa white bands 

That there is not in a' the country 

Enough o' kirks to sair the gentry ; 

Sae to your nose they lug the ladle. 

And you maun drap the aumous bodle> 

To send a batch out owre the seas, 

And teach the heathen Hebrew lees 

And their fause creed, wi' Popery clouted, 

Which they themsers hae doots about it. 

But why should they e'er leave the country ? 

They're pagans here, gude kens, in plenty \ 

Nae waur can be about Calcutta 

Than the puir folks in Lunnon city. 

I wonder then that folks o' sense 

Should lead their judgment sic a dance, 

As tak in orthodoxy granted 

The stuflf that wily priests hae planted, 

A batch o' auld wives* silly fables, 

Owre which they've been sic jars and quarrels, 

And spill'd as meikle precious bluid 

Wad ca'ed a mill a towmond gude. 

I own its past my comprehension. 

That folks sho'd hae sic great dissension, 

And o' the ither warle sho'd crack, 

When frae the dead nane hae come back 

To gie the awfu' secret breath 

What comes o' mankind after death. 

It is a problem sair confuted, 

Yet feint the ane kens oucht about it. 

And why should honest puir folk crave 
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An after-Kfe ayont the grave ? 

If there's then this nae better warld, 

For.Bere they're foughen, toil'd, and haurl'd, 

And a' the dreadfu' skaith to dree 

O' pinching want and povertie. 

For me it aye comes in my head, 

When I am numbered wi' the dead, 

Frae life eternally exempted, 

Unwauken'd by nae judgment trumpet, 

Thou'lt moulder doon, my pair auld banes, 

Among the kindred yird and stanes. 

And that shall be the close and end 

O* your auld trusty bosom friend. 

Through mony an eerie glen I've gaen, 

But ghaist nor bogle saw I nane ; 

And past kirkyairds at dead o' nicht, 

But ne'er saw nae uncanny sicht; 

Or weary wanderin' hame at e'en, 

And dreary muirlands lay between, 

Nae superstitious dread cam' owre me 

If merry Spunkie danced before me. 

Will. 

Hech, Ned, thou would been fool enough 

Had ye gi'en heed to sic like stuff; 

For sic, my freen, ne'er fesh'd my conscience, 

Tis superstitious doonricht nonsense. 

Still I hae mind when at the scule, 

Owre mony a maukin-hearted fool 

Auld superstition bure the bell. 

For I hae heard my grannie tell, 

While planted by the chimla lug, 

Upon a winter evening snug, 
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Sic hair-erecting eldritch stories, 
O' kelpies, bogles, ghouls, and fairies, 
Aad elfin pucks, wee meddlin' monkeys, 
Deid-lichts, elf-candles, fays, and spunkies, 
And witches wi* their cantraip glamour, 
And in the spectre-haunted chaumer 
Strange sounds were heard at deid o' nicht. 
Till I wad nearly swarf wi' fricht. 
And wad gang out nae lanely gaet 
In eldritch parts when it was late, 
Lest I should fa' within the clutches 
O' bogles, brownies, ghaists, or witches. 
And puir auld, doited, simple bodie. 
She was a zealot staunch and steady, 
And tough and stifif as Hielant braxie 
In auld Jock Calvin's orthodoxy. 
There crap owre me an eerie shither 
To hear the carline cant and claiver 
About mankind's predestination, 
Ordain'd by God 'fore the creation ; 
For heavenly bliss that did exempt some, 
But crowds frae hell saw nae redemption, 
And baimies got in fornication 
Were packit straught to hell's damnation. 
'Cause Mess John wad mend the matter 
By sprinklin' twa three draps o' water, 
To say ae word against the priest 
Aye roused the bile up in her briest ; 
In her the auld Scots saw was rooted. 
That priests are kittle craws to shoot at, 
Sae blind in bigotry she saw 
The feint a faut in them ava ; 
Devoted she wad gi'eh the pack 
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Tbe very sark frae aff her back ; 

Hftuf o' her kiman she wad saut it, 

An4 in a wee broon pig she pat it ; 

Too)c aff the bauks fat chuckies twa, 

Am) gied their necks a deadly thraw ; 

And took twa pats o' berry jam, 

And sliced a gude lump aff her ham, 

O' new laid eggs a hale deil's dizzen, 

And beremeal scones wi' sourmilk risen. 

Syne in a basket pat the whole, 

And took the road, poor honest soul, 

And at the priest's house did present her. 

He smiling bade her welcome enter, 

The hypocreet sae smoothly maskit. 

He smelt the gude things in the basket, 

Although he seemed sae gled to see her, 

And sat for hours and blether'd wi' her ; 

And when he parted, on his honour 

Some early day he'd ca* upon her. 

For which the over zealous bodie 

In holy order gat her ready, 

The meikle whisky jar she gat it. 

And 'neath the bed she houdlin's pat it ; 

And she, God-fearin* honest woman. 

My dice and boord that played backgammon, 

And saumon-leister, doon she took. 

That by the lum hung in a neuk, 

And my auld trusty shooting-aim, 

That brocht me meikle denty fairin*. 

My fUhing-rod and saughen creel. 

That held the bonnie trouts sae weel, 

And in coal-neuk pat them a', 

Th^ she nae carnal faut should shaw ; 
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But spread out braid upon the table 
My auld gran-daddie's big ha* Bible, 
And auld Jock Knox and Tammy Boston; 
Wha speak o' nocht but deils and brunstane, 
Twa real true sturdy sons o* Calvin, 
She took their warks doon frae shelf on. 
And tinkler Bunyan she wad wale out, 
Whose stuff I ne'er made head nor tail o't, 
And laid them that the priest micht e*e, 
And wad refreshed his soul to see them. 
Wi' becks and curtsies then she met him. 
And by the ingle snugly set him. 
And ne'er a son o' circumcision 
The Sabbath held wi' mair precision. 
On Saturne'en the graip she grippit, 
And out auld Hawkie's gruip she muckit, 
And set, to gie her little bother, 
The water, boiled meat, neeps, and fother, 
To sair her owre the coming Sunday, 
Or she wad chew'd her cud till Monday ; 
For she wad seen the puir beast starvin'. 
Ere she wad flinch the day's observin*. 
And to the kirk she was sae hauden, 
That on the roof she wad hae ridden ; 
For tho' the day was wild and blasty. 
And miry roads were foul and nasty, 
Her auld grey cloak she row'd about her, 
And thro* the jaupy dubs wad stoiter. 
And list'ning to the lad in black, 
For a' was Gospel that he spak. 
And when king Dauvit up they skirl'd, 
Wi* nae sweet voice my grannie caroU'd, 
But timmer-toned she croon'd awa, 
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As hoarse and croupit as a craw. 

On Robin Bums, your favourite bardie, 

She could nae hear ae favourin' wordie ; 

Ca'ed him a blackguard fornicator, 

A vile blasphemous, godless creature, 

'Cause Rab by mony a rhymin* freak 

Gied priests their kail out thro' the reek. 

If chance his warks I left behint me, 

For wi' them oft I did acquant me, 

The silly body took the tangs, 

As she wad dread an ether's fangs — 

To touch them was contamination. 

And Oh I to read them black damnation — 

And coost them in an outlin comer, 

Wi* curses on the rhymin' scomer, 

And said I wanted meikle grace 

To set them e'er before my face. 

Had I ha'en Rabbie's knack o' rhymin', ^ 

The priesthood I wad toom'd my wame on ; 

Though I'd been brunt wi' peats and tar, 

I'd made the billies meikle waur. 

Ned. 

Hech ! Willie, lad, the truth you tell, 
I wad dae the same mysel'. 
Although the kirk I ne'er attend, 
And ne'er to pray my hunkers bend. 
Nor f everent thank the pow'rs aboon 
When i' my cog I set the spoon ; 
Yet here I sit as fat and fair 
As folks weel-versed in Gospel lear. 
And hae as meikle in my pantry 
As a' the kirk-attendin' gentry : 
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And aiblins something scant o' grace, 
My stocks o' kail ne*er grew the less. 
If weighed within the banks o' Justice, 
For a* their seeming godly practice 
And meikle sanctimonious cantin', 
In honest worth I'd no be wantin'. 
Nae man can roup my gear for debt, 
Nae frien' my aye my helpin' gat, 
And gangrel bodies ne'er cou'd say 
I lackit hospitality. 
Though neither sound nor orthodox, 
Nae goodly toop o' Calvin's flocks, 
I'd be a sceptic ony gaet 
Before a twa-faced hypocreet, 
Wha seems tae dae naething that's evil. 
But seems sae holy, meek, and civil. 
Keeps his damn'd deeds hid in the mirk, 
And doucely gangs aye to the kirk, 
Though aiblins he the nicht before 
Was drunk and bedded wi' a wh-re. 
And mark him at the holy entry, 
Where twa douce elders stand on sentry. 
Before he pass the beggin' platie. 
To shaw his Christian aid and pity. 
He fumbles out the wee halfpenny. 
And draps it in wi' caution canny ; 
And in his seat as prim's a beadle. 
He draws a face as lang's a fiddle. i 

And I ken elders in the kirk 
For drink wad pawn their very sark. 
I've sat myseP and seen them drinkin'. 
E'en till their e'en gat blear'd and blinkin', 
And tell as mony thumpin' lees 
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As they are movin' mites in cheese. 
And saut their drunken idiot drivel 
Wi' aiths that e'en wad shame the devil. 
Then at the kirk be meekly seen 
Neist day, a' wash'd and shaven dean, 
Douce, honest men, whom fools wad flatter 
Wha kenn'd the canting knaves nae better. 
As for the reverend lads in black, 
For me they a* to hell may pack. 
As deil a bawbee I shall gie them, 
I live as weel without as wi' them. 
'Tis now come thretty years and ane 
Since I ga'ed owre a kirk-door stane, 
If I should live as mony mair 
I'll be as kirk-proof then, I swear. 
Sae {Mriests can wi' a chapman's pack 
An honest penny try to mak, 
Or sowp the causey for a livin', 
Wad gie the country meikle savin'. 
The dread o* constables and bailies. 
The tolbooth and the hangin'-gallows, 
Hae keepit mankind mair in chack 
Then a' the preachers ever spake. 
I here remain as weel contented 
As folks in orthodoxy vaunted. 
Though ilka sect but damn each ither, 
And a* gaun gley'd and wrang thegither, 
Jist as their piebald creeds miscarry. 
Ae sect at wean-bapteesment tarry, 
And wait till they be aulder saunts, 
As if a dookin' made them saunts ; 
Some wi' auld kirk-defenders thraw, 
And up a paipish organ blaw ; 
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Some patronage are like to fell him, 
And lowse on him their tinkler helium. 
Yet when the bodies choose their priests, 
For a* the ranklin' in their briests, 
The silly coofs are sure to wale 
Ane hardly worth his bread and kail. 
Belief 'tis but religion's gamut, 
Where a* kind creeds play tunes upon it. 
But, Will, the gaet we maun be ga'en, 
Or faith the cocks will soon be crawin*, 
For when the priests I skelp and leather, 
I whyles break lowse upon tether. 

What meikle mair they micht hae said 

Had our twa worthies langer staid, 

When lo ! they heard a gruesome bummin', 

As some unearthly thing was comin* : 

And glow'rin' eastlins by their shouther, 

They saw a shape whilk'made them shither, 

A horrid spectre black as nicht, 

That nearer wing'd its awfu' flicht. 

Transfixed the twa wi' terror stood, 

And grisly horror froze their bluid. 

The cudgel-staff shook i* their hand, 

And wauble as a wicker-wand. 

Their trumlin' shanks they strak thegither, 

Nor frae the spot could move them thither. 

Oh ! had I Dante's horrific strains 

Describin' purgatorial pains, 

And pandemonium-picturing pow'r. 

To paint the spectre grim and dour. 

His lugs, his tail, his horns and cloots, 

Show'd he claim'd kindred wi' the brutes ; 
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Dark ragged locks his brows did gird, 

And skin-wing*d like the baukie-bird ; 

And seam'd wi' guilt and foul disgrace, 

Like stockfish barkened was his face ; 

His e*en deep in his head indented, 

Infernal rage they glared and glinted ; 

Fire frae his belly lowed and reekit, 

Which our twa worthies near-hand smeekit. . 

Oh ! wow he was a fearsome sicht, 

At which they shook and swat wi' fricht 

The demon, crouching to the ground, 

Prepared the shaggy monarch's bound, 

His eyeballs shot the tiger's glare, 

Crouched horrid in his jungle lair, 

And stretched his buzzard claws to seize them. 

Their desperate case o' speech did ease them. 

Quoth Ned, and bauldly out he spak. 

While Will stood coVrin' at his back : 

*^For God's sake, fly, foul fiend, and leave us, 

Nor wi' your presence langer grieve us. 

' Am sure o' ill we did ye little, 

When skelpin' at the priestly cattle ; 

And you'll no jist so easy tak us ; 

Though we've nae helpin' frien' to back us, 

And hae nae dirk or stabbin' whittle. 

Our douchty neives shall try your mettle.'* 

" I've sworn, " quoth Satan, " for to have ye : 

Your vaunting brag it will not save ye. 

If ye'll no come wi' me directly, 

A troop o' deils I'll summon quickly, 

Your mortal strength shall then be puirly, 

The odds against shall be sairly ; 

So mak nae fuss, but tramp the gaet 
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To your weel-wrocht for fiery fate. 

Although your hair gat thin and gray, 

I saw ye still my siccar prey ; 

Your sceptic views gat deeper rooted, 

The Scriptures still were scoff 'd and doubted, 

And death he seem'd in nae great hurry 

To boat ye owre his dismal ferry ; 

And ere life's glass had toom'd its sands, 

I took the bisness in my hands, 

To get ye packit, saul and body, 

Straucht aff to hell. Come, are ye ready ?" 

Sae crouse at this Ned didna craw, 

His cresting birse begoud to fa*. 

Quoth he, " Oh, wad ye smoor your anger. 

To spare us here a wee while langer, 

We'd air our sceptic doubts abroad, 

And owre religion ride rough-shod. 

And try auld orthodoxy's mettle 

On points o' Scripture dour and kittle, 

Hae wi' him mony a wordy tulzie, 

Till he gets worsted in the brulzie. 

And try the bigot sair to haggle ; 

Say thou art naething but a bogle 

Set up by priests wi' crafty ettle, 

To keep mankind in better fettle. 

The dread o' hell's an idle fiction. 

To keep them better in restriction ; 

And mony folks we'd try to work owre 

Ne'er for to gang within a kirk-door. 

Their in-kneed morals, patch'd and clouted, 

Wad to thy service be recruited ; 

Get them unchack'd by sober thinkin' 

Wi* strumpet trolls to gang a-drinkin'. 
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Swear aiths as saut as drunken troopers, 
And tell lies barefac'd as horse-cowpers, 
Rattle the dice-box, shool the pack out, 
And kick up mony a drunken racket ; 
For Dauvifs psalms sing bawdy ballets, 
Use thieves* loot-bags for beggars* wallets, 
E'en till the filchy-finger'd fallows 
Shall bring their sark-necks near the gallows. 
Brew smuggled browsts, wi* poacher-tykes 
Hunt out the hares about the dykes, 
Set trapping-gins for luggy mumpers, 
And wi' drap-loaded shouther-thumpers, 
Unscaur'd by legislation's rigours. 
At whirring patricks draw the triggers ; 
About the streams wi* spearin*-airn 
At saumon-poachin' tak a turn ; 
And wi' deaf lugs to Sunday-clappers 
The bonnie scarlet-spatted wappers 
Staw to the brooks wi* wicker-wallets. 
And choke wi* lime their gilly-gullets. 
Thus weel dragoon*d to gang the gaets — 
Gaets that the prudish virtue hates — 
By smugglin*, poachin*, whorin*, drinkin*, 
Thou'lt to thy black pit send them linkin*. 
And bless the lucky hour you heard us. 
And by persuasion wisely spared us.'* 
Auld cloven Cloots, wha stank o* brunstane, 
The fiend that pester'd auld Saunt Dunstan, 
Wha, as the paipish story gangs. 
Gat his nose grippit by his tangs. 
Oh ! had our twa but shown the spunk 
O' that auld .ether-scowth*rin* monk, 
I meikle doubt but auld Mahoun 



64 Tlie Twa Sceptics, 

Wad blawn his trump anither tune ; 

Had they but sturdily resisted 

His hateful presence, soon they'd miss it 

For Oh ! ye tim'rous mortals, ken, 

A cowardly sneak is Nickie-Ben. 

But our twa capon-hearted carles 

Had not the pluck o' Dunstan's morals. 

Their courage, cowed by Homie's bluster, 

Nae gizzen'd barrel leekit faster, 

And ape-faced mischief 's ill-faur'd feyther 

Seem'd perplex'd by a hank'rin' swither. 

The crouching answer Ned had gi'en 

Had somewhat modified his spleen, 

And helPs extending propaganda — 

Dice-boxes, gill-stoups, houghmagandy, 

Of which the servile sceptic spak. 

His calculating caution stack 

Their forced abduction. So the devil 

Unto the twa gat wondrous civil, 

With crafty grin and chucklin* keckle. 

Upon his ugly phiz kenspeckle 

The foul thief, hangman of the warle, 

Spread out a smile that mask'd a snarL 

Quoth he, " I might hae better kenri'd ye. 

That ye wad dee ere guid wad mend ye, 

Although conjoled by your persuasion 

To spare ye baith on this occasion. 

So to my service, tried and trusty, 

Youll let your ardour ne'er get frosty, 

But try the utmost that ye can 

To get me mony a sinfu' man ; 

And to hell's gates at last ye shall come. 

Then ye gat ne'er sae warm a welcome. 
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Snug-planted by my gruesome ingle, 

Among the sceptic squad ye'U mingle, 

And cheek for chow sometimes commix 

With bawdy priests and heretics, 

Kirk-damn'd by candle, bell, and book, 

Ben in the hettest darkest neuk. 

Nae doubt ye'll mak a rantin' quorum, 

And push about the brunstane jorum ; 

For I've nae warle's drink to gie ye, 

Unless you bring a barrel wi' ye. 

Youll swing the Gospel-smashing mallet 

With Payne, that elf, I think they call it ; 

And lay the fibs o' Scripture bare 

With that wee creature ca'ed Voltaire ; 

And aiblins whyles, jist for a dentiss,^ 

Crack foul hon-mots^ un campus mentis. 

Among the heretical clan 

With Socinus and Tatian. 

But by th* infernal powers o' hell. 

Ye hoary varlets, mark me well. 

If ye should try a Judas jinkin' 

While sour'd by conscience, jauds, and drinkin', 

And by repentance try to cheat me. 

That instant I to hell shall flit ye ; 

And by my saul ye'll get your fairin'. 

Stuck on my three-taed pitching-airn. 

Ye from its prangs shall get a hitch 

Deep in Malebolge's boiling pitch, 

Or sunk your shin-banes to your poll 

Deep in Caiana's crusted hole. 

I, Mephistophiles, watch'd Doctor Faust, 

And claimM his bargained saul at last 

So be*t remember'd on your aith, 

5 
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Your mine thro' life and after death." 
What meikle mair auld Scratch wad spoken, 
Had not the magic spell been broken, 
For on the night the auld kirk bell 
Strak* out the solemn hour o' twel', 
And the last chap had scantlins finished, 
When lo ! behold the deil had vanished — 
The yird it seem'd to gape asunder, 
The blue fire flashed — the abyss under 
Down sank the fiend. Our heroes twa, 
Amazed at what they heard and saw, 
Stood stock-still like twa statue-stanes. 
The heart's bluid curdling in their veins. 
Quoth Nied, when ance his speech he gat it, 
For he hell's service meant to quat it : 
" O Will, we scofTd at honest Christians, 
And said the deil had nae existence. 
But that we find now to our grievin', 
Fou seein' surely is beliievin*. 
Although repentance' hour be late, 
I; mean for ane the deil to cheat, 
111 wi' the foul thief fiechjt and wrestle, 
Anii be the Lord's ain chpsen vessel, 
In PatijB's kirk be weekly doupit. 
The nearest seat beside the poupit. 
And reverently wi' bended face 
Croon owre my cog a thumpin' grace, 
Upon my knees be nightly hunker'd. 
By sceptic warks nae mair be canker'd. 
Renounce for aye their stuff and fustian, 
And be an honest, sober Christian." 
« And I,", quoth Will, " the deil shall bafHe, 
His pictured pack nae mair shall shuffle, 
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Nor ban and swear wi' drunken swagger, 

Nor set a snare or snap a trigger. 

I solemnly swear, come what it can, 

To be a sairly-alter'd man. 

For Oh ! that sicht forget I cannot, 

My heart grows grue to think upon it" 

Critics in this prosaic age 

May vent on me their leam*d rage, 

Exclaim, " What stuff is here presented, 

Why should such bombast e'er be printed ? 

The devil ! faugh, tis nought but nonsense. 

And hell is but a tortured conscience." 

Critics, before ye damn my rhymes. 

Though shaved and gelded be our times. 

Fiction the muses cannot want her. 

The witches' dance in Tarn 0' Shanter ; 

Titania, the fairies' queen, 

Busking with glamoured eyes unseen, 

Squat on a flower-enamell'd knoll, 

Rose-chaplets on an ass's poll. 

Broad-mouth' d, large-ear'd, and stupid-eyed, 

Th' Athenian clown transmogrified ; 

The devil seizing Doctor Faustus, 

The Teuton poet horrific cast us, 

Busk'd up wi' hell's paraphernalia. 

Shocking with fnght shrieking Thalia ; 

Upshooting blue-fire, clanking chains. 

Hell's torch, dark shapes, blood-curdling granes, 

Commixed strange scene with seraph songs, 

String'd violins, harps, and cymbal-gongs, 

And more romance the reader knows, 

Lang hae embellish'd verse and prose. 

Ye bonnie lads sae flush and gay, 
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Lest ye as sceptics gang astray, 

Oh ! tak ye warning by this tale, 

Or some day ye may weep and wail ; 

For though your sneers be e'er sae witty, 

The deil at last is sure to get ye. 

The grand auld book o' Hebrew lore 

Than owre its sacred pages pour ; 

The glory of its Orient tales 

Dings a* your modem trash to spales ; 

The fire that in its language glows 

Maks Pagan Homer's epic prose ; 

The golden truth in its adages, 

Hae been the unerring guide a' ages 

To pilgrims on the thorny road 

Of life's sad journey up to God, 

And points the Christian's simple faith 

Of cheery prospects after death. 



EPISTLE TO JOHN CRAWFORD, 
alloa's gifted bard. 

Now cold in death, alas ! poor Crawford lies, 
"And such a death," affrighted horror cries. 
From his gash*d throat vex*d life an outlet found, 
But stain'd jthe laurels on his forehead crown'd. 
No pen can write the horrors of that hour, 
When, by the demon's uncontroIlM power, 
He clutched the handle of the fatal knife, 
And stopp'd the torture that assailed his life. 
His spirit fled, but fled no tongue can tell, 
To blissful heaven or dark avenging hell. 
But He who knew his fearful sorrows here, 
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Perhaps to mercy lent a pitying ear, 

And to that choir he was so fit to join. 

Gave him a passport through pore love divine. 

" What was the cause," cries justice, ** of that act ? " 

'* Cold, cold neglect," compassion answers back. 

For Oh ! Alauna boasts no soaring soul 

Beyond a barrel and a round bung-hole. 

Genius, be hanged ! what doth the Vandal care 

For the street-stroller and his lumber ware, 

His motley stock of chisels, paints, and ballets. 

She whips the beggar with his mealy wallets 

Far from her bounds. The needy, shiftless wretch. 

Would he presume his ragged crew to fetch. 

And put art-culture in her Gothic brain. 

Pure and immaculate from learning's bane. 

His buskin'd actors on the tragic-stage, 

Can they, forsooth, like her excisemen gauge 

Her yeasty firkins ? Can his poets hail 

With thirsty praise her world-renowned ale, 

Like dissipation^ with his carmine nose. 

Emptying the pint-mug for the twentieth dose ? 

His chipping sculptors, skilled in Thracian art. 

With marble statues fair in every part. 

Adorn the area of her market-place, 

Like bargaining traffic, with his worldly face? 

Her patronage his artists hope no more 

Beyond a signboard for an alehouse door. 

Barbaric plastered with the grossest daubs, 

She has no fancy for their fine Queen Mabs 

And elfin pigmies at their moonshine sports. 

An ale-pufPd browster at his vatted worts, 

A smuggler squatted at's distilling-pat, 

A Meg Dodds alewife, garrulous and fat, 

Bacchus astraddle on a claret cask, 

Would form the subjects of their painting task. 

Such gross embellishments the Goth would choose 

To lure her topers to a rousing bouse. 

No, plain Alauna is a world's worm, 

And classic genius has no pow'r to charm. 
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She dreads the entrance of his cultured graces, 
Lest th' infection of their polished faces 
Should spoil the aroma of her hoppy laurels, 
And leave her stored with piles of gizzening barrels. 

M<mody on John Crawford, 



T N this braw toon o' barmy barrels, 

-*■ O' nut-brown ale and browster carles. 

There wons a bard whom fadeless laurels 

He yet shall claim, 
And leave, tho* fled to ither warles, 

A lang kenn'd name. 

' Tis thou, O Crawford ! boasts the fame ; 
At nature's fire thou*s lit thy flame, 
And drunk the Heliconnian stream 

By Mount Parnassus ; 
Scots yet shall toast thine honour'd name 

Owre bumper glasses. 

Thou clinks thy sang in guid braid Scotch, 
And nae rhyme-thief bard-lear to poach : 
Thy wit can mak droll laughter hotch 

And baud his wame, 
And wi* true pathos can approach 

E'en to th' sublime. 

And kinskep claims to Hielant Mary, 
And shaws wi' pride some postal wane 
Frae Enbrugh's Jeff" and baxdic Harry, 

The Border cleric, 
Forby, I'm tauld, an antiquary 

And sage historic. 
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Then by thy rare poetic merits, 

Thou chief o' auld Clackmannan's laureates, 

And fossil-stanes frae Terrds garrets, 

And graphic lear 
'Bout Mar's auld keep and Carrick's turrets, 

This aith I swear, 

Wi' thee Fse so<hi be pack acquantit. 
For this the maxim lang we've kenn'd it, 
That bards hae clannish leanings granted, 

Tho' weel I wist 
That I for ane may low be planted 

Doon in die list. 

When fou' the purse and stow'd the pantry, 
Fause freens hae flattering praises plenty, 
But gin the store gets poor and scahty, 

Ah ! wae's lAy heart. 
They gloVr, as though they ne'er had kenn'd ye, 

Aaither airt 

Ah ! hollow-hearted, soulless wretches, 
To think when meagre want apjH'oaches, 
And pale disease on life encroaches 

With fatal step, 
Nae pitying d^ their bosom fetches. 

Nor tear shall drap. 

But gin your purse be lang's a tether, 
And to your last hour draw you thither, 
Mark how the harpy hoodocks gather 

About the couch. 
Expectant they their nest to feather 

And fill their pouch. 
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But, sir, in honest truth believe me, 
And to thy bosom warm receive me. 
Whether dame fortune lofty heave me 

To wealth or fame. 
Or in her caprice poorly leave me, 

I'se stand the same. 

Hail ! friendship, sacred-sounding name. 
Thou parent of love's warmer flame, 
And binder of the poor man's hame 

And social bands. 
And south'ring up the severed seam 

Contention rends. 

Had thou the pow'r to rule creation, 
Then empire-clutching mad ambition 
To some outlandish far-aff nation 

Or desert isle. 
To weep the tears o' sad contrition. 

There thou'd exile. 

Nae mair wad he wi' horns and hoofs 
Conjure discords for sceptred coofs ; 
Even thanes forget ancestral proofs 

O' lineal lore, 
And social grasp the homy loofs 

O' wights obscure. 

This toon where Bacchus brews his barrels, 
And ploughmen tak' a towmond's arles. 
And bawds and drucken auld wives' quarrels 

Pollute her name, 
I doubt thou wears thy well-won laurels 

With muffled fame. 
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Thy tried experience weel can know it, 
Though she a gude ale browst can brew it, 
For sage, philosopher, or poet, 

She has nae bield, 
Such bards as thou may wisely try it, 

Some ither field. 

Her gifted townsman, Dauvit Allan, 
Our Scotch Teniers, her penter callan. 
The Goth forgets like some auld ballan 

Scarce worth a plack, 
He lang hast lain ahint the hallan 

O' cauld neglect 

Could she to Greekish art aspire, 
SteilFs chipping genius she wad hire, 
Wha Allan's statue wad attire 

Wi' Thracian grace. 
And wad remove the stigma dire 

Frae her disgrace. 

And Alva*s wabster-poet Bauldy^ 

She's gat his name mildew'd and mouldy. 

And nae braw stane aboon his cauld clay 

Marks out his grave, 
But lies forgot, like auld Saunt Kilda, 

Far owre the wave. 

It gies my heart some painfu' wringin's. 
How Davie, bard o' auld Saunt Ringans, 
Whose breath aye smelt like stink o* ingans 

Thro' draps o' whisky. 
That owre his fame oblivion's hingin's 

Hang dark and dusky. 
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That cereal genius, Geordie Meikle, 
Whose engine strips the corny pickle, 
And frae the aits the stalks can heckle 

Its raking shakers, 
His celebrity ne'er can tickle 

Her warle-wise acres. 

And Bald he gat but scanty thanks. 
Whose rare ingine in wheels and cranks 
A chief set in the greasy ranks 

O' artisans, 
But she to Lethe's miry stanks 

Remorseless sen's. 

O I cauldrife jaud, the deU gae hang her, 
Thou wi' a rude lampoon sho'd bang her ; 
No ! stay, guid sir, thy rousing anger, 

Ye ken the manner 
The seer his country likes to hunger 

O' roose and honour. 

On yon centenary splore o' yours 

Her enthusiasm cools and sours, 

Tho' bauldly fled its hallow'd hours • 

O' sang and glee, 
Owre a' the centenarian splores 

It bure the gree. 

Thou had a choice o' kindred spirits. 
Far-famed for wit and rhymin' merits, 
Nae poet-aping garrulous parrots 

O' jinglin' nonsense, 
But cou'd hae matched your royal laur e ates. 

Wi' raxin' pensions. 
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And round thy chaumer-wa's were slung 
Huge swords, crossbows, and targets strong, 
Spears, rusty mail, war-horns that rung 

The call of arms, 
And Rabble's phiz kenspeckle hung 

W? swarthy charms. 

O ! thou lo'es weel the bard o' Kyle ; 
Had he now lived on Scotia's soil, 
Wi* shoonless feet, thro' slap and style, 

Owre burrs and thorns, 
Thou wad hae trampit auchty-mile 

To crack wi' Bums. 

His wit, as rough's a Hielant hirsel, 

Has satire's muscle, bane, and girsle ; 

I'll say't, tho' red-gowns cock their birse well, 

His minstrel fire 
Can match their Homer's epic warsle 

O' Trojan ire. 

Poor bard, his name wi' spite untender 
The bigot zealots like to slander ; 
Though from the pathway he did wander 

(y sage control. 
To sordid baseness ne'er sank under 

His glorious souL 

But Bums shall shine though spleen be clarkit 
That leaves his character unsarkit ; 
A messan-tyke the moon may bark at 

W? crabbit spite, 
Her light pale Phoebe tines nae spark o't, 

But shines as bright 
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In these our douce decorous times, 
When sports of auld are kirsen'd crimes, 
To Scotland's sangs and Scotland's rhymes 

They ne'er gie heed, 
But rhymin' ware frae ither cHmes 

They chaunt or read. 

Auld England, chucklin', cracks her joke, 
She's now gat Scotland in her yoke. 
She gi'ed o' gowd a weel-fiU'd pock 

That Judas pack, 
Wha shou'd hae stood a shield and rock 

At Scotland's back. 

That pock o* gowd their Judas truckle 
Hath made Auld Scota's name a rickle. 
And on her freedom pat the shackle 

O' England's law ; 
But Oh ! to thole her mockrife keckle 

Is warst ava. 

Tho' cocks craw best on their ain middens^ 

I hae a prophet's doolfu' bodin's, 

Frae John o' Groats to south the Loudons 

If Scotland rouse, 
The braggart gabs o' yon pock-puddin's 

She'll maybe close. 

Talk not to me, your fause opinions, 

About the gude o' country unions, 

Tho* ye were Spurgeons^ Wesleys^ Bunyans, 

Preach as ye may, 
It sauld auld Scotland's poor dominions 

To her warst fae. 



I 
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Her king's cap sits a useless bauble, 
Her senate-house sta'd like a stable 
Wi' writers' cribs, wha clout and cobble 

The bonds o' session, 
And Scots are now a mongrel rabble 

But name or nation. 

Tho' I ken nocht o' Norlan' Erse, 
I'll stoutly swear in plain Scotch verse, 
That union's naething but a farce 

Atween the twa ; 
Gif ye wad rouse auld England's birse 

When she shall craw, 

Cast up the broken brig o' timmer 

That droon'd the troops o' Scotland* s Hammer^ 

V faith thou'll see a randie limmer 

Wi' bleezing eyes. 
Up to the ninety nick o' simmer 

Her bluid shall rise. 

Sing Scots wha hue owre your pint stoup. 
The Southron to his legs shall loup, 
As if a pin had prick'd his doup 

In some saft part. 
And try wi' steekit neive to coup 

Thee in the dirt 

Auld Scotland's muse, then, strive to court her. 
Though ither scribblin' coofs desert her, 
And if dull care sho'd chance to quarter 

Wi' you, my friend. 
She'll mak his unwish'd stay the shorter, 

And that thou'll find. 
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Cursed is the wretch who grinds the humble poor, 
And m the face of beggfry shuts the door ; 
No tears are shed when once the tyrant dies^ 
Nor sculptur d marbles to his mem*ry rise, 
But leaves this scene of wretched care and strife 
An ugly blot upon the page of life. 

T TPON a cauld October mom, 
^ While winds blew fierce and blae, 
And, swall'd by scoury blasts, ilk bum 

Hoarse roar'd frae bank to brae ; 
The forest trees o' leaves were shom, 

And stibble fields were bare, 
A-wast the gaet I did sojourn 

To see the feein' fair 

Held there that day. 

At yonder toon, whose nappy broon 

Has won the proudest laurels. 
And draps o' drink her worms can jink 

For canty honest carles. 
The ploughman lads and kintra jauds 

Did tak' a towmond's arles 
Frae farmer-folks, and crouse as cocks 

They gi*ed her famous barrels 
A toom that day. 

How Fanner Scmbs wi' sleekit gabs 
The poor clodhoppers haunted, 

And sairly gmdg'd the fees they pledg'd 
The simple rustics waited ; 
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And how the chields in change-house beilds, 
Owre pints and gills were planted, 

And roar'd and sang, and lap and flang, 
Come thou, my muse undaunted, 
And sing this day. 

As back a-wee my head I threw, 

And keekit owre my shouther, 
Adown the road three chields in view 

Cam' trudgin' up thegither; 
There twa had features hard and sour, 

Nae smile benign cam' owre them. 
But milk wad own'd their lapp'rin' pow'r 

Had it been plac'd before them 
Right weel that day. 

The ane that hindmost drew me nigh, 

Wi' sober air gae'd slouchin', 
I linger'd till the twa were by 

And waited his approachin' j 
The uncouth garb, the homy hand, 

Rusticity they guess'd him : 
" And are you for the fair, my friend?" 

I kindly thus address'd him 
And frank that day» 

"Am ga6n," quoth he, "to serve yon twa 

That we see there before us, 
And sure their fee is unco sma, 

For wark that hard and sore is ; 
The ane that highest bauds his head 

Is aim-fac'd Oppression^ 
And yon is gowd-adoring Greed 

That to the left is passin' 

Sae sour this day." 
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« Quoth I," my frien', " Tve heard it tauld 

That sooty-hided niggers 
In ither climes like nowt are sauld 

To bear oppression's rigours ; 
If for twalpence themsel's they sell, 

Thae maids and honest ploughmen, 
A nigger market, let me tell, 

Has naething mair than common 
In it this day, 

" By that fee-bargain thus to crouch 

And serve those farmer gentry." 
" It is," quoth he, " a foul reproach 

And scandal to our country ; 
We may, gude fegs, get tanyard nags 

Mair dreigh than Poortith's pantry. 
Vile milk and meal, a hogsty biel. 

Yet frae the crew we can't free 
OurseFs that day." 

Quoth I, ** Ye fools, why kiss the mools 

To folks ye ca' your betters ; 
Wad ye be trod by them roughshod 

Among the dubs and gutters ? 
No ! rouse, ye slaves, upo' the knaves. 

And crush their cursed fetters, 
Tho* ye shou'd tak' a ship and pack 

Across the saut-sea waters 

Frae them some day." 

Thus gashly crackin' thick and pack, 
We made our travel cheery, 

And skelpin' farmers, blae and black. 
Our tongues they didna weary ; 



AMoa Fair, 81 

TiM docn the nappy-brewtn^ tooA» 

By auld Saunt Mungo's diap^ 
Jist as the bell was chappin' twel' 

Upo' the toonhouse steeple, 
We steer'd that dajr. 

Our tramp o' threteen lang Scots Atile, 

Frae Camoc^s rural dauchaa, 
And Boreas' blasts that blew sae snell 

Had somewhat toom'd our pechan ; 
But in a hostel beef and kail 

Now gied our wames a stechan. 
And w« a pint o* freathin' ale 

And social doris dochen 

Drai^ out ^at day. 

When we had saif'd our yaupish wames, 

And toom'd the gill-stoup measure, 
Out thro' the croodedtoon betimes 

We dander'd at our leisure. 
Here stauns o' apples, plums, and pears, 

Alang the streets did glitter, 
And gingerbread and sweetie- wares, 

Whilk made our mouths to water 
To see that day. 

In's hauns twa crimson sweetie-pocks 

Here Robin loud was gashin' : 
" The lass," quoth he, " in shawls and frocks 

Said red was a' the fashion ;" 

She rax'd a saxpence for the twa, 

A sonsy kintra hizzie ; 

6 
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And Robin to the lads cried, " Ah ! 
Ye're lickit wi* a lassie 

Fu' clean this day." 

Rab spies, as yont the street he staps, 

An auld bow-backit carle ; 
And he'll gie him a pickle snaps 

And meikle ging'bread farle 
The first run-deil that grips his heeL 

Awa the laddies bicker, 
His timmer-prap the carle grap, 

And strak' out sair and sicker 
At them that day. 

Among the crowd a farmer fat 

Now waggish Robin e'es him : 
" Ho ! laird," he cries, "rax here your hat." 

His hat the farmer gies him ; 
He stuff'd it pack and rax'd it back. 

The ravens they were ready. 
Rab gae the wink, and in a twink 

The puir auld farmer bodie 

They seiz'd that day. 

Frae him the gingerbread they daut. 

He roar'd and struggled rarely. 
Till frae his gude auld market hat 

The croon was torn fairly ; 
He shook his fist in Robin's face, 

Vow'd vengeance on him sairly. 
Quoth Robin, " Laird, jist bear 't wi' grace, 

'Twas din on purpose merely 
For fun this day." 
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Here farmers stood in social mood, 

They round the sneesh were handin*, 
And aye anon alang the crood 

Some anxious glow'rs were sendin' ; 
The weather some did talk about, 

Some 'bout the craps were blethrin', 
And gashly some spak' o' their nowt, 

Which they for sense as brethren 
Micht own*d that day. 

We saunter'd by ; ane gat his e'e 

Upo' my travellin' cronie, 
Intent, nae doubt, that he shou'd fee 

And tak' the arle-penny ; 
He canny slank ahint his back. 

And tappM him on the shouther, 
Syne wi' the chieF began a crack, 

Wi sleefcit tongue mair smoother 
Than oil that day. 

Quoth he, " My man, nae doot a fee 

This day you will be wantin', 
Sae gin you like to 'gree wi' me 

In that I'll no be stintin' ; 
You'll get potatoes four fu' sacks. 

And sweet-milk gude and plenty, 
And ilka week aitmeal twa pecks, 

And banknotes twa and twenty 
At term-day. 

" And you shall get as braw a pair 

As e'er in plough were yokit," 
Though aiblins they'll be spaviet sair 

And knaggy and howe-backit ; 
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^^ Aad bran new tackle tae," he sajs, 
" A' bumish'd clear and shinin*/' 

Though aiblins like a beggar's daes 
The straps and brecham' linin* 
Be rent that daj. 

When 'neath a towmond's yoke to crouch 

The humble slave was willin', 
The former fumbled in his pouch 

And drew a lousy shillin'. 
" Tak that," quoth he, and creesh'd his palm, 

" I'll wad you are a rare ane, 
Twill gie your frien' a whisky dram, 

And gie your lass her fairin' 
Aff it this day.** 

A cog o' brose three times a day, 

And milk that shames their honour, 
Whyles blinkit, lappefd, sour, and blae, 

Wad mak a sow to scunner ; 
Nae ither meat, puir chield, he'll get, 

Frae Wednesday to Tuesday, 
And in a bothy sleep and sit, 

Kin-lodgin* to a sow-cray 
Sae foul that day. 

And labour sair twa hours and mair 

Ere ither folks be steighin, 
Through simmer's heat and winter's weet 

He'll be sae sair forfaughen ; 
To drudge and drive at cart and plough 

Through dubs and mires sae clarty, 
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HcH be rheumatic, e*en I tnw, 
Eire he be sax and thirty 
Or less some daj. 

And aye at ancht the winter thro' 

His naigs maun get their fo^r, 
And boil'd mash*d meat their belljFfou*, 

Which gies him meikle bother ; 
Sma' time he'll hae to gang and woo 

His bonnie winsome Jenny, 
Or rant and drink till he be fou 

Wi' some kind bosom cronie 

Thro' that each night. 

Their naigs and nowt at stake and sta' 

The farmers value mair aye, 
For to his rest he snooves awa 

Toil-rackit, worn, and weary ; 
And if he reads an hour or twa 

His e'en get dim and bleary. 
Till frae his grip the book shall fa', 

And sunk as sound's a peerie 
He sleeps that night 

And now the farmers' gaucy dames 

Wi* sour red-randie faces, 
Were rangin' thro' the fair betimes 

To fee their servant lasses. 
Here ane has gat a lass in tow, 

And wheedlin' tries to win her 
To tak a fee, though weel I trow 

A tyrant she shall ken her 
£re next fair-day. 
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She'll gie to her sax pounds a year, 

Wi' meat baith guid and plenty; 
But if the truth be tauld, I fear 

'Twill be but poor and scanty. 
On Sundays she maun keep the house, 

And gang wi' nae wild fallow, 
For her guidman's an elder douce 

And bauds doon a' sic folly j 

As that each day. 

And she maun shaw the frosty neeps, 

Though cauld the winds are blawin', 
And sair tired-out before she sleeps, 

For a' their godly shawin'. 
Poor lass, she'll hae a darg to dae 

O' sax-hours wark before her, 
For a* the farmer's dochters braw 

They stand aghast wi' horror 
At wark each day. 

She'll hae sax starvin' swine to staw 

And feed the deuks and chuckies, 
Aitcakes to bake, a kirn to ca', 

And milk sax hom'd hawkies ; 
And they'll gie her nae help ava, 

The dainty farmer gentry, 
But on her wi' their tongues they'll fa' 

And lock aye up the pantry 
Frae her each night 

Ance farmers dined on rustic fare 
Among their maids and ploughmen. 
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And as their pouch o' cash was bare 
Their dress was plain and common ; 

And at the plough they toil'd and swat, 
A credit to their country, 

But now wi' gigs and 1 — d kens what 
They're unco stuck-up gentry 
Thro' pride this day. 

Now farmers' wames begoud to pray 

For chacks o' bdly-timmer, 
And in the hostel o' Macrae 

And Archie's supping-chaumer, 
At trencher'd soup their lugs did lay, 

And boil'd beef minch'd on platters, 
And moistified theiir drouthy clay 

Wi' rousin' brandy-whitters 
O' punch that day. 

But ithers grudged sic costly fare, 

Boil'd beef and stoups o' bran'y, 
And did their hungry painches sair 

Wi' bakes and sma twopenny, 
And seem'd as each had in the mools 
, Rak'd his auld runkled grannie. 
For fortune had row'd richt the bools 

And clapp'd an unco penny 
On the fees that day. 

And why sho'd ploughmen be sic fools 

To thole their grinding rigours ; 
Can they not find that crouching snools 

Are kin to gangrel beggars ? 
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Shd'd they be langer treated. 

But ta a higher wage aspire. 
And 1— d kens better meated 

Then swine some day? 

Or tak a ship and owre the seas 

To lands o' auld Virginia, 
And fell the virgin forest trees. 

And clear the wide savannah ; 
And though musquitoes bite and tease, 

And buckskins be uncanny, 
Theyll get o' lands a deathless lease, 

Vnkenn'd, undaim'd by ony 
But them that day. . 

For farmer-folks in politics 
• Wi' Tory lairds are listed, 
Nor in the ranks o' progress mix, 

But get them aye resisted ; 
And this their cry frae Luss to Crail, 

Frae John o' Groats to Biggar, 
•* Cast off thy coaty and dinnafaii 

Tp slave like ony nigger 

Fii sair each day.'^ 

Wi' hearts aboon in glorious tune 

Ilk Jockie wi' his Jenny, 
They now are drovin' thro' the toon 

To drink their arle-penny ; 
Like tied-up nowt jist new let out 

To iqpni^me pastures giassjr, 
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Whdi code their tails and owre the dales, . 
As they were gyte and arazy^ 
Tb^ scour that day. 

Now in hotels owie whiA3r-giQs 

And ilka public-house in^ 
Wi' boisterous sangs and rude harangues 

They snugly sit carousin' ; 
And dinna fail out owre the ale, 

Rich-reamin* owre the tumblers, 
To sair misca' the farmers a* 

As greedy screws and grumblers 
Wi* truth that day. 

Though owre the Ochils' grassy taps 

Bright Phoebus low is sinking 
Yet ne'er the merry countra chaps 

O' hame are ever thinkin'. 
Owre pints o' 3dll and stoups o' drink 

They're rantin' and they're roarin', 
Till some below the table sink 

And soon are loudly snorin' 
Blin'-fou that day. 

As to a weel-kenn'd frien* I spak 

I lo'ed as weel's a brither, 
For we had 'greed outside to tak 

A frien'ly gill thegither; 
Twa ploughmen, unco thick and pack, 

Sat crackin' to each ither^ 
And this the chief part o' their talk 

I heard across my shouther 
To tell this da^. 
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" To grumlin' Pate o' Hungry Ha*/' 
Quoth ane, " this day I fee'd me, 
But had I kenn'd a thing or twa, 
Guid faith, he ne'er wad jee'd me ; 
. For I've been tauld by Jock M'Craw 
A twalmonth there he focht in, 
But ne'er a hungrier hole he saw, 
And ne'er was harder wrocht in 
Then there nae day. 

" And owre his slumbers whyles wad heap 

The cauld cauld snaws o' winter, 
And rats that made his flesh to creep 

Out owre his face wad scamper ; 
A wretched hole scarce fit to keep 

A cattlebeast or grunter, 
And to a day's darg had to leap 

His slaves nae sugar-planter 
Wad gi'en that day." 

O whisky, soul o' sprightly glee, 

Springtide o' social pleasure. 
Gay humour puns, inspired by thee 

Wit pours his choicest treasure. 
But ah ! waes me, discordant ills 

Lurk in the whisky-barrel, 
Twa clodpoles drinkin' by themsel's 

Begoud to ban and quarrel 
Fu* fierce that day. 

They shook their fists like masons' mells 
Grim at each ither's grunzie, 

Till on the streets wi' shouts and yells 
They warstled in a brulzie ; 
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But blue surtout somebody tells. 

He grips the quarrelin' Sannocks, 
And drumm'd them aff to Limbo's cells 

Through twa wee stanchell'd winnocks 
To keek that day. 

Unlike toon-folks, poor countra Jocks 

Can ne'er stand acquavity^ 
For ae guid stoup can mak them coup 

Though they be strong and clouty ; 
But though he be o' clumsy build, 

And though his speech be common, 
Commend me still to Nature's child. 

And that's an honest ploughman 
On ony day. 

Now saifd o' drink the robust chiel's 

Pour'd frae the change-house chaumers, 
And skelpit through the penny-reels 

To pipes and thairm-strummers ; 
Wi* thund'rous crack the flair they strak 

Their feet like smiddie hammers^ 
And lap and flang, and boist'rous swang 

The sonsie kintra kimmers 
About that day. 

Awa ye scragin' foreign squeels, 

And dancin' stuff that French is, 
Ye mincing waltz that giddy wheels 

Till folks maist tines their senses ; 
Gie me a batch o' kintra chiel's 

And sonsy kintra wenches. 
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To d^elp thrty Scotland's merry reds 
Wi' hands upo^ their haunches 
Fu' blythe that daj. 

Now round the booths wi' watering mouths 

The lasses were repairin* ; 
And coimtra Jocks pu'ed out their pocks, 

And gied the jauds their fairin' ; 
Crump snaps and spicey gingerbread, 

And sweeties rare did buy them, 
For blasted be your senseless greed, 

Ye sumphs that wad deny them 
On sic a day. 

Wi' swaggerin' gait and plettin' legs 

Now hame the clowns are steerin', 
And kintra Jennies, Jeans, and Megs, 

Their pouches stufTd wi' fairin', 
They love-like linkin' wi' their joes 

Gang on wi' meikle daffin': 
And spruce toon-buckies roar out hrose ; 

And set up gapes o' laughin' 
At them that day. 

But tho' they ken nae Latin blauds. 

And hae nae college honours, 
Thae honest-hearted countra lads 

Could teach them sense and manners ; 
And why sneer they, the senseless pack. 

At brose and honest crowdie. 
They yet may hae bite to tak 

To baud up saul and body 

Thro' want some day.. 
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Now wi' die short'ning autumn day 

The lift begoud to darken, 
And through the streets wi' wand'rin' sae 

My banes gat sair my sark in ; 
Sae aff a staun I coft twa pun 

O' braw red-cheekit apples, 
And while the clocks were cliappin* sax 

Upo' the kirks and steeples 
I left that night. 

For Camock toon my journey lay, 

A lang dreich road and dreary, 
But in the lift wi' blinkin' ray 

The moon was shinin* cheerie ; 
Wi* eldritch cry in Kennefs woods 

A howlet made me eerie. 
But I gat hame and stripped my duds, 

And slumber'd tired and weary 
Till late next day. 



FIRST EPISTLE TO ALEXANDER WALLACE, 

THE CROOK PHILOSOPHER. 

At first I thought the swankie didna ill. 

Again I glow*red to hear him better still* 

Bauld, slee, and sweet his lines mair glorious grew, 

Glow*d round the heart and glanc'd the soul out through. 

Alexander Wilson, 

*\ 1 rHILE bitter blaws the scoury blast, 
^ ^ And Sol sinks in the stormy wast, 
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My darg o' labour din at last 

At kiln and mill, 

Snug by the ingle-lug to rest 

I set mysel'. 

Tired wi' the happer's dinsome clatter, 
And dusty stour my winkers water, 
Methinks I could dae naething better 

Than canny slouch, 
And fast in sleep my senses fetter 

Upo* my couch. 

But conscience hints I'se no shrink, 
That I sho'd get my pen and ink. 
And scrawl a blaud o* crambo-clink 

The sage o' Crook, 
'Tis now twa towmonds lang I think 

Since we did troke. 

And I can bless the time and place 
Since first I kenn'd thy honest face. 
Sprung aff the bauld heroic race 

O' Wallace ' wight ; 
Genealogy his tree can trace, 

He's fin* me right 

'Tis now twa weeks, and aiblins better, 
Since I gat thy quaint hamely letter, 
And droll wee book o' printit matter 

Thou made thyseV, 
Than list my paneg}Tic clatter 

Its roose to tell. 
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Gude sir, in truth I do declare 

That wee bit book o' story-lear, 

There's nocht hae gi'en me pleasure mair 

Doon to this time ; 
I trow thou hast a genius rare 

For prose and rhyme. 

And faith thou pents a glorious moral, 
That rives e'en iEsop's sprigs o' laurel, 
Sae like the gaet o' this fause warle 

When cash is scanty, 
But routh in pantry, purse, and barrel. 

Get Men's in plenty. 

Poor Kate, a spinster left forlorn, 

Nae comfort but her sneeshin'-hom, 

Dug peats, hoed neeps, and shore the com, 

A frugal hizzie. 
Although she was nae beauty bom 

She ne'er was lazy. 

Wi' witchlike phiz by Nature rough'd, 
Jist like to tak a moonlicht scrift 
Astride a broomstick thro' the lift, 

And cantraips cast 
About the moon, and set adrift 

The wrecking blast 

While she lived in her wee thack biggin', 
Nae fleechin' coof woo'd 'neath its riggin*, 
Till gowd her pouchie gat a clag in 

Frae some deid brither, 
Then aff a' airts the joes cam juggin*. 

To win her favour. 
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But Kate, umis'd to boardin' schools^ 
Uncouthly dish'd the dafverin* fools, 
And gied her hand to Speedie Spook 

And nabob blunt, 
Wha near-hand gyte his sarkin'-tools 

He smashed and brunt 

But stay, my muse, thou maun be dung: 
Can thou describe in pictures strong 
What Wallace wrote and Watt has sung ? 

Sae droll a tale, 
' Twad be the pat owre faggots hong 

Wr canld-left kaH. 

> By sic a tale as KaU JDahympie 

I'se be nae envy-canker'd grumple, 
But tell the truth, baith plain and simple ; 

Thy genius claims 
A neuk in fame's immortal temple 

'Mong deathless names. 

Though Bums's fire thy muse may lade it. 
That bum'd e'en brichtly to the socket, 
Conjure liy tales a wond'ring racket, 

Like pawky Scott, 
Still thou thy pow maun proudly cock it 

'Mong men o' note. 

Before I furder compliment thee, 
A hearty lickin* I sho'd grant thee, 
To think that thou wi' wit sae plenty 

And poesie's fire, 
Sho'd wi' a common fame content thee 

And ne'er soar high'r. 
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Wi' sic a knack o' story-tellin' 
Thou cou'd ahint thy cottage hallan 
Hae cleckit aye the tither droll ane 

O' story-lore, 
And aiblins whyles an auld Scots ballan 

To grace the store. 

On nights when frosts are biting raw. 
And a' the fields are smoor'd in snaw, 
Thy wee chap-books, now kenn'd to a' 

Owre moor and glen. 
Can haud spellbound in cot or ha' 

The hearts o' men. 

Thou scorns the whids o' grisly lore, 
How by the ghost at night's dread hour 
The wand'rer swarfd ; how in the moor 

The spunkie^s fire , 
The traveller sank ; how Horni^s pow'r 

Shook kirk and spire ; 

How by the bonnie wimpling bum 
TYit fairies danc'd ; how ere the mom 
The browniis flail had thrash'd the com ; 

How wrinkled hags 
Saird o*er the moon on broomsticks bome 

For prancing nags. 

But witty tales that gar us skriegh. 

How. Lauder's Peggy danced sae skiech 

Before the Laird o' Ballangeich ; 

Sir Davie's tod, 

Wha roved the kintra drear and driegh 

Incog abroad. 
7 
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Wr jolly tinkler loons he feastit, 

At kirns he danced, at bridals tastit ; 

The bride's sweet lips lykewakes caress'd at 

By young and auld, 
Wi' meal-pocks slung his royal waist at, 

E'en beggit bauld. 

Thou tells Cockperis exploits sae funny, 
Wha gowklike woo'd Macliesh's Jenny, 
And Kate through gowd the lover's honey 

Gat plenty o*t, 
But her auld joe, the wabster canny. 

He shared her lot 

Though eild t^y beard begins to grissle, 
And thy auld pow be white's a thrissel, 
When it hangs like a silken tossel 

In dowy pine, 
Ne'er set thy light anetii a bushel. 

But let it diine. 



y 



Lang ere the crap be iii the stook^ 
I'll tak a jaunt to thy auld neuk, 
A rand spot — The Devofis Crook^ 

And in fine feather 
Thy Grade ^all be a printless book, 

My gifted brither. 

Owre thy fat wame thy tiiooms thou'l twirl, 
And aff a droll bon-mot thou'll dirl ; 
Had we like tfa«e sae gash a carle, 

But mony ither, 
It soon wad be a better warle, 

Each man a brither. 
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EPISTLE TO THOMAS RUSSELL. 

nPHIS while amid life's weary bustle, 
-*• For bread to fight, the poor man's tussle, 
Crushed in the siller-grabbing wrastle 

O' thae fause times, 
Fve thocht to clink thee, Tammas Russell, 

Some auld Scotch rhymes. 

But nae bombastic fleechin' clatter, 

Wi' smooth-tongued phrases thee to flatter ; 

I ken thy bluff-sens'd gumption better 

Than scrawl sic stuff, 
But jist a hamely, frien'ly letter 

Wad be enough. 

As far as my acquantance notes, 
Thou art the wale o* true-blue Scots, 
Abjuring Bacchus' frothing pots 

And jugs o' sack. 
And blear-e'ed Bacchanalian sots 

Ne'er hear thy crack. 

Thou'd ding to spales his clar«t-barrel», 
Y\3m3t from his brows the grapy laurels, 
But at tea-splores, owre buns and farles. 

Fame's touting horn 
Proclaims thee king o' funny carles 

And heart o' com. 

like some alms-begging, raggit call^, 
Thy wit's back bears a bulky wallet 
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O* droll ban-mots ; tho' owre thy gullet 

Gangs nae bere-bree, 

Yet thou can sing an auld Scots ballet 

Wi' sparklin' glee. 

Wi' rare gusto thy wit can wimple 
Thro' Thalian sangs like Kate Dalrymple^ 
Till laughter bauds his sonsy rumple 

Wi' loud guffaw, 
And withered care, the sour-mouth'd grumple, 

Fleets wing awa. 

While winter blaws his stormy weather, 
In Sannock's ha*, my mason brither, 
Lang may thou weekly baud thegither 

Thy feast o' lear, 
Better than maudlin stuff to blether 

Owre drinking ware, 

Wi' White, a priest in God's ain temple, 
O' cultured manners plain and simple, 
To godly priests a guid example. 

To raise a fracas, 
And in the dirt his godship trample, 

Auld drucken Bacchus. 

Thou'll charm Clackmannan's honest bodies, 
Her gilpies young and beardless laddies, 
And their auld minnies and their daddies, 

Jist for a penny, 
'Twill keep them frae the gillhouse rowdies 

And howffs uncanny. 
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Thy witty jokes and droll addresses, 
Unlike the treacherous whisky glasses, 
Nae racking headaches, husky basses, 

And purses shorn 
O* hard-eam'd coin, O foolish asses, 

Gie on the mom. 

I gat belyve thy sweet wee sonnet, 
Some bonnie wean thy muse made on it. 
And, Tammas, thou can cock thy bannet, 

Thou hast the knack, 
Olympian jauds wad swear upon it, 

A sang to mak'. 

Hail to the bards, tho' cynics snarl, 

Worth monarchs' crowns theu: crowns o* laurel ; 

Tho' warly-wise folks scrape and haurl 

Their golden treasures, 
The poets gae this weary warle 

Its sweetest pleasures. 

Thee gifted wi' poetic lore, 

Auld Clack her laureate chuckles o'er ; 

Tho* time may wrack the Carrick Tower 

Wi* warring wrastle. 
She'll keep green in her auld heart's core 

Thee, Tammas Russell 
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DESCRIPTION OF A JAUNT TO AULD REEKIE, 
by the author, during the summer of 1865. 

Part First. 

Edina, Scotia's darling seat, 

I hail thy palaces and towers, 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet 

Sat legislation's sovereign powers. 

— Bums, 

Introduction — Pilgrimages and European tours — A summer morning — 
Preparation for the jaunt — On the slovenliness of Genius — H3rpocris7, 
bigotry, and scepticism — The gathering at the station — ^Departure 
of the train en route for Edinburgh — The Thornton Junction — The 
story of the miller and the weaver — Southron route for the Granton 
boat — Stoppage at Burntisland — On bathing n3nnphs — Greek 
mythology — Panegyric on the steamboat — Dancing on board — 
Granton— On George Stephenson — ^Ancient and modem travelling. 

■piLGRIMS to Mecca annual journeys take, 

-■- And London Cockneys to Killamey's lake, 

Jews to Jerusalem, zealous Papists go 

En route to Rome, and kiss the PontifTs toe. 

A trusty Scot, decreed to humble birth, 

Thinks his own clime the fairest clime on earth, 

To her metropolis patriotic warms. 

And thinks no city has one half its charms, 

His scanty purse forbids a costly tour 

Beyond the limits of his native shore. 

To tramp through Europe, and to gaze upon 

The vast Colosseum and the Parthenon^ 

Tivolia's Cascade^ Pisces Leaning Tower j 

Rom^s Catacombs with bleezing torch explore; 
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The Pope's wee palace^ lowly Christlike man. 
Its rooms four thousand with amazement scan, 
And that patchwork of pontifical folly, 
Saunt Pate's Cathedral with its huge cupola ; 
Survey Pompeii and HerculaneunC s ruin, 
Glower down the crater, see with wrath arhrewin' 
The molten fires of hot Vesuvius burn; 
Clime like a chamois up the Matterhom, 
Row through the Rialto in a barge-gondola, 
At Baden's spa-well taste its pleasures jolly. 
But truce with prefaced prologue introduction, 
To my lang narrative must mean obstruction ; 
Why hampering nonsense at its forelock trail. 
But hoast a redding cough and start my tale. 
^Twas in that year when raged the bovine plague, 
Sprung firom some swamp or pestiferous hag. 
Spread far its ravages o'er Scotland's plains, 
And what to cure it tax'd the wisest brains ; 
For braw milch kye in paddock, field, or byre, 
Struck by the pest in torture did expire. 
And winter'd oxen dropped in fatal pain. 
And drugs were tried and healing lear in vain. 
But stqp, kind reader, for a moment's space 
Ere to my tale I set a serious face ; 
Did not stock-breeders, plain as a pikestaff, 
Give hoofy worship to the golden calf? 
The high-priced stots were suckled, reared, and fed, 
And in grass-pasture mostly fields were laid ; 
But Rinderpesty the worst of cattle-bans, 
Soon stopp'd the progress of their guilty plans — 
A seeming judgment, Hke the cramping-scourgey 
That rank uncleanness from the land did purge, 
Throu^ dripping roofs and fungus-mantl«l floc»^ 
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Dirt midden-heaps that stunk at cottage doors, 

And choked sheughs, compelled the civic law 

To sweep those plague-spots from the land awa. 
• ••••*•• •• 

Upon a bonnie mom in rosy simmer, 

When green the leaves grow on the forest timmer, 

The glittering dewdraps at the flowers were hingin', 

And in the woods the merry birds were singin' ; 

The blackbird whistled from the bow'ring thom^ 

The laverock sang aboon the sprouting com, 

And from his roost the cottage roof below 

The feathered herald of the moming crew ; 

The rising reek from cottage chimlas curl'd, 

The glorious sun rose on the sleeping world, 

And beaming wastlins owre the welkin gray 

Presaged the prospects of a bonnie day, 

When from my couch with hasty jump I sprang, 

And on a peg my red Kilmarnock hung, 

Pat on my starched sark with unrumpling care. 

Washed clean my face, and kamed my tousie hair, 

Tied on my stock, bang'd on my jauntin' claes, 

And weel-brushed brogues as black as autumn slaes. 

Genius, douce chield, has little pride to spare 

As set in order ilka thrawart hair. 

And hds sae meikle in his thinking noddle 

For fickle fashion ne'er to care a bodle, 

And sometimes even forced himself to clean. 

At stroUing gipsies casts his envious e'en. 

He kens they squattle, nature's tousie baims, 

Without the fash of culture's crisping-aims, 

Soap, bmshes, combs, red rouge and smelling dvet, 

To dress their polls as rough's a moorland divot, 
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To keep perfumed their loopholed tatter'd dresses, 

And wash the dirt from off their Ismael faces. 

Our poet-laureate, dreamy Tennyson^ 

To dressing-oils and redding-kames unknown, 

His haffets hang without a parted middle 

In tawted tangles from his superb noddle ; 

And Chelsea's prophet and poetic sage, 

Ironic scourger of a faithless age, 

Stamp'd with the impress of the devil's hoof. 

To ursine grease and sweet pomatum proof, 

Peer'd like a poodle through his straggled hair, 

That thatched a head unmatched for ethic lear, 

Where stout integrity for virtue fought, 

And truth and wisdom fed the springs of thought ; 

And sluttish Turnery England's Tintoretto, 

With gorgeous sunsets e'en out-crimsoning Etty, 

And painted seas out-azuring Claude Lorraine, 

Our prince of painters, bom at Maiden Lane, 

His wild-colt genius broke the square and rule 

Of snuffing Reynolds and his courtly school ; 

Deaf Joshua by art a king could flatter. 

But brambly nature Turner loved her better ; 

In Re)molds' portraits art could easy trace 

The polished features of her Greekish face. 

In Turner's landscapes art with horror swoon'd 

To find herself outrageously cartoon'd. 

What stony chaos in his cities rose, 

Cupola'd domes, and pillar'd porticoes, 

Rear'd like rooks' nests from crowded shores below. 

Whom Tyrian Hiram, Michael Angelo, 

And Christo Wren, cathedral-building man, 

Such architecture never dream'd to plan. 

And painting nature with his rugged vigour, 
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He was himself in truth a tousie figure. 
And grumpish miser in a piebald coat, 
With picture-brokers haggling o'er a groat, 
And was so hoggish in his mean attire, 
Engrossed with genius' soul-absorbing fire, 
He pinn'd the canvas on his sliding easel 
Vith hands as dirty as his chamber-vessel. 
And rumpled sark-neck grey's a slattern's mutch on 
Made folks suspicious of a frequent scratchin' ; 
To chemic oils unknown one smoothing drop^ 
His scraggy hair looked like a scrubbing mop ; 
His face unwash'd, his beard unshaved for weeks ; 
Smear'd withjpaint-droppings his misshapen breeks, 
Tied-up sometimes with tags of corded string, 
Did from his hurdies slack and sloutry hing, 
Like red-nosed Wilson, first of landscape painters. 
But like sour Dick the worst of foul wife-wanters. 
" Now hold," cries Charity, " what means thy spleen 
On Turner's greed and drabbish ways imclean ; 
Insinuations, sir, are grossly rude. 
My generous sons, of whom the world is proud. 
Half-starved themselves that wretches might be fed. 
And give their roofless heads a shelt'ring shed. 
My Guy, sole-founder of his hospice famous, 
Cured mortals, thank my kind good-hearted Thomas, 
Which he to rear so grand an institution, 
A priceless boon to London destitution, 
Puff 'd out the burning of his evening taper, 
And chatted with his friend a farthing cheaper. 
And little holds me, sir, to whip thy nose off 
For sland'ring so my good kind Mallord-Josq)h, 
Who though untidy in his dress and person, 
Retired and lonely as a country parson. 



\ 
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He took no tidbits to his noontide lunch, 

Nor swilled at bedtime bowls of steaming punch, 

Nor took the route with Continental jaunters, 

To save from sponging-houses luckless painters, 

Who starved to find without a patron's prop 

Their unsold pictures in a broker's shop. " 

** Madam, thy pardon begs my humbled muse, 

Twas jokes she meant, not scand'lous abuse ; 

But, Charity, to let roll right the bowls. 

Thy boasted sons sometimes are generous fools, 

Nor furthermore to jouk behint the dyke. 

Thy hospice-founder was a churlish tyke 

As use his friend so mean, ill-mannered vandal. 

To save the low cost of a farthing candle ; 

Nor furthermore to beat about the bush. 

The golden products of thy Tumer^s brush 

Would gi'en wine-punch and mony a toothsome dainty 

And still to dyvour-painters left them plenty; 

And though benevolence his name did grace. 

Might not thy Mallord-Joseph wash'd his face ? " 

But come, my muse, one more noteworthy name 

Among the slovens on the scroll of fame : 

^T\s Johnson^ noted for his manners bluff: 

Sour, melancholic, ogrelike, and gruif. 

The mammoth scribe, whom Bozzy did adore, 

A scabbit wig of wee dimensions wore. 

Stuck on his huge poll, singed the frontlet bare. 

The purblind owl had drawn the candle near 

His dirty phiz, poor decency did shock, 

His hose ungarter'd and his rusty stock. 

The sloven knotted with a clumsy tie. 

Thus Genius houselPd in his attic-sty. 

He seldom tries the scented toilet ware 
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To cleanse his face and decorate his hair. 
But sure that man's an empty-noddled ass 
Wha spends an hour before a keeking-glass, 
Dressing his tresses with the fyky fum'le 
And testy caprice of the silky Brummell, 
The king of dandies, who, as stories tell, 
Desired Prince George to ring his footman's bell, 
Which hurled him headlong, sach impertance bauld. 
From Fum's high favour like the deils of auld. 
But truce with Brummell, now my toilet right. 
My watch-chain dangling from my waistcoat bright, 
And owre a breakfast o' fried eggs and ham, 
Fresh-butter'd bannocks spread with berry jam. 
And coffee kirsen'd wi' a jilt o' cream, 
I sat me down and hasty stowed my wame. 
Ye honest puir folks, when ye gang on jaunts, 
The wee pie-shops and coffee restaurants 
You'll find them sautish to your siller cost, 
Besides wi' sauces ye'U be stawsome soss'd, 
Whilk wi' your kintra stammacks ne'er agree ; 
Then tak, guid folks, this sage advice frae me, 
O' halesome parritch gie your wames enough, 
Your pouch wi' kebbuck-whangs and bannocks stuff, 
And jist a drap to weet your thirsty throttle 
O' prime auld whisky in a mutchkin bottle. 

Now brisk and cheery on that mom of May, 

Wi' pouch weel-creesh'd my jaunt's expense to pay. 

And polished cane stuck in my homy fist, 

I took the road with jaunty stepping haste 

From Carnock village to the Wabster toon, 

For railroad fares were ta'en a kennan doon, 

Vhich made puir folks the gracious chance embrace 
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Wha had that day for jauntin* set their face. 

And soon forgather'd wi' a Camock squad, 

And for a jaunt companion lucky had 

My kind auld freen o' charity and sense, 

The stane-dyke mason, honest Edward Spense, 

Whose quibble shots at Calvin^s orthodoxy 

Wad struck the bigot wi' an apoplexy 

Thro' chokin* wrath, or else his baffled hate 

Wad destined Ned Servetus' faggot fate. 

Talk to a sceptic, O ! ye pious clan, 

What is a sceptic but a brother man, 

A puzzled mortal lost in doubting gloom. 

Or else despairing lets them sink or soom, 

Those Scripture problems, whom the wisest sage 

Their awful mysteries cannot probe nor gauge. 

And let me tell you bluntly to your face. 

The gash-tongued sceptic hath the better case 

To pass the portals of celestial joy, 

For a* the craft your cunning arts employ 

To hide auld Adam in the Christian guise. 

While in your hearts the lurking serpent lies. 

What though you doucely gang aye to the kirk, 

And rax a face as lang's a droukit sark, 

Drap in the beggin'-plate a lousy plack 

To airt the pagan on the heavenward track ; ' 

What is your worship but a gilded show, 

If ye, O ! hypocrites, with frowning brow 

Scowl on the man, through sanctimonious pride, 

Wha has less craft his sceptic doubts to hide. 

Hypocrisy, thou sleek-faced, pawky knave, 

With sympathetic heart I fain would crave 

For scepticism pity's tender drops, 

'Tis bluntly honest, though it blindly gropes 
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Its misty way from Heaven's eternal truth ; 
But thee, what falsehood's in thy canting mouth, 
O ! cloakit slave to formal ceremony, 
Scandal's newsmonger and religion's zany. 
With piebald mantle and Capuchin cowl. 
And round thy scranky throttle cheek^br-jowl, 
Down o'er thy brisket and thy heart uncleao, 
A spangled gorget with a changing sheen. 
And secret hid with jewell'd handle pretty, 
Sheath'd in thy belt, a poisoned keen stiletto. 
'Tis thus thou acts a double Judas part, 
An outside piety with thy devil's heart 
Devising guilt ; yet how thy tongue can cladc, 
So sanctified, so mincing in thy talk, 
For ev«r quoting blauds o' Scripture truth. 
Dropping like jewels from thy viperous month, 
While dark behind the devil's venom lies. 
Thy damned fangs, O ! wolf in wooUy guiae, 
Devour the widow's store. Beyond contrition, 
Down, down ta hA\ abortion of perditioa 
And thee, sour bigotry,, the devil scourge, 
Thou fire the faggot fov thy god the Church ; 
Woe to the heretic that dares to tbraw 
With what thou's fix'd in ecclesiastic lav, 
Yon lowin' pit would be his instant doom 
By thee, O ! owl in superstition's gloom ; 
To see him thus to Homie packit aff 
Widi grinning jpy thou'd rub thy palms and lamgh. 
But if God's mercy spared the erring wretdi ! 
What tholeless torture to thy soul 'twad fett^ 
To think how thou did rax thy pious face, 
Spread out thy looves and croon'd a formal grace 
To Him who blest thy basket and thy store, 
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Yet drave the beggar starving from thy door j 

For thy sms' pardon drawFd a lang petition, 

Yet gave thy foes unquartering persecution. 

And thee in heaven with heretics to sit ! 

*Twad make thee grumpus, take the dumps, and flit. 

No ! bigotry in heaven thou canst not dwell, 

Its saving love would be thy torturing hell. 



The old Dame Justice,, with her hooded eyes, 

Poidng her balance 'tween tlie dip and rise, 

Here interposes like a steersman's helm, 

The surgy course of my tempestuous bellum. 

Dropping her weigh-beam «n its golden pans : 

" Thou bigotiy,'* quoth she, " judicious bans. 

Hypocrisy thy judgment I extol. 

That packs, the old fox tio his smoky hole ; 

But what sayest thou^ to change opinion's prism. 

About that fool whom priests, ca' scepticism ? " 

" Madam, to free me fromt this hom'd dilemma, 

The world's a stage, and man's strange life's a drama ; 

Amid the chaiacters that make the play 

tAoxnQ act more frequent then hypocrisy 

And bigotry, the old screech-owl to boot, 

I hate the two as cooks hate chimney soot 

Bat scepticism, as I said before. 

Is doubtless wrong, though honest to the core ; 

And this I venture on his just behalf. 

He mnnows truth from superstition's chaff. 

The Greedy jumble in mankind's opinions 

M^ECS scepticism clip his fancy's pinions. 

Tinker his sophistry by reason's ray, 

And how brute sense directs the dubk)U8 way. 

The kid&4>ann'd heretic has two main shoots : 
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DeisMy more hopeful in his murky doubts, 

A loyal fealty gives the Deity, 

But at the Scriptures casts a doubtful eye ; 

Atheism^ more blinded then a grubbing mole, 

Builds up no hope beyond this earthly hole. 

And with a hate the devil might envy 

Scowls in the face of the great Deity ; 

His adamantine, unrepenting soul 

Beholds the seasons in their courses roll, 

The budding spring, the summer's floral charms. 

The autumn's bounty and the winter's storms, 

The glorious sun, the moon, the shining stars. 

The wild turmoil of elemental wars. 

The lightning's flash, the thunder's awful boom, 

Bursting tremendous thro' th' ethereal gloom, 

The roaring hurricane, the blustering gale, 

The show'ring rain, the snow, the skyting hail, 

The flux of tides of whom Massilia's sage 

Strove to expound, the storm-toss'd ocean's rage. 

The beasts, the birds, the fishes of the seas, 

The multitudinous insects, shrubs, and trees, 

Herbs, fruits, and flowers, th' impious monster knows. 

And yet no reverence in his bosom glows ; 

But the contemptible, misguided worm. 

Swears that blind chance brought nature into form. 

Measures Omnipotence by his crumpled soul. 

Gloats o'er his fossils found in stone and coal, 

In Plato's reasonings digs his anchor's fluke, 

And doubts the truth of Moses' Pentateuch, 

God's six-day forming of this marvellous world, 

As gross a lie as e'er the truth imperill'd, 

But by the marks of monster-fironded ferns 

And huge brutes' claws, his searching wisdom learns 
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That this our world was trod by beast and man 

Before creation's chronicles began, 

As tauld by Moses in the Pentateuch, 

Like ither fables in*s abhorrkl book 

A moonshine story, which he ne'er believes. 

As his research geologically prieves." 

But stop, no more hast thou, my preaching muse, 

Cropp'd thy long tresses to thy thinking brows, 

And shaved thy crown round like a turnip bare, 

Leaving unthatched thy house of bardic lear, 

Girt with a hairy nimbus, a broider'd cape 

Hung down thy back, a priestess of the Paip ; 

Or gowned like Calvin, with the lappit bands, 

Out owre a rostrum stretching out thy hands. 

No ! let my muse the ecclesiastic clan. 

The thick-skuU'd atheist mak a Christian man. 

From low pursuits his hoggish fancy draw, 

Use his spouse better than an Indian squaw, 

Strangle his gamecocks, drown his fighting dog, 

And purge his language from the devil's brogue ; 

E'en though obdurate as a sulky mule 

Knock out this notion from his brutish skull. 

That his wee soul into a bottle-fly 

Will be transmogrified when he shall die. 

Now what a motley mob was gather'd pack 

About the station that cheap jaunt to tak' : 

Bow-shankit colliers, buskit spruce and braw, 

From Hawkiesfauld, Toonhill, and Berrylaw, 

Wi' their gudewives deck'd out in rory dresses 

And gum-flower'd bannets, whilk ilk coal wife classes 

Aboon plain head-gear and brown sober winceys. 

For vulgar folks hae aye barbaric fancies. 

And from the homesteads, Keavily Fod^ Pitreavte^ 

8 



114 Description of a Jaunt to Auld Reekie* 

Bellyeoman, Zoggie, Camock, Camkihbie^ 

Pitbatichlie, BawthriCy and a host o* ithers 

Wi' pasturelands for cattle and bell-wethers, 

Cam' stout clodhoppers and fresh kintra kimmerSy 

The aitcake-kneaders, kimers, kyemilk-skimmers» 

Had chapman ear-drops in their lubber lugs ; 

The clout*ry clodpoles, easy-osy dogs, 

The spoon-spiird brose frae their beards washen clean. 

Looked trig and tidy as a bran-new preea 

And in the area o' that station's square, 

Among these clowns and nut-brown beauties fair. 

Like Januar' snaw among the flowers o' simmer, 

Crap thin-nosed wabsters, spare as thin-sawn timmer. 

Clad in blae-coats that sair'd their fathers' day, 

And laigh-heel'd shoon, and Shetlan hosen gray. 

Their pinch'd, pale faces had a starv'd-like stare,. 

Like scraggy stirks in Fa'kirk's hoofy fair 

Brocht owre the saut dub froni the Belfast coast. 

Of which gash Paddy has sma' roose to boast, 

Which spoke confinement at the treddles' tail. 

And lang acquaintance wi' a scanty meal.. 

Poor devils, scranky as the kitchen tangs. 

To suck the sea-air to thoir chokit lungs, 

Unscar'd by want, the gaunt-faced devil's fay,. 

Had risk'd the pleasure of a. jauntin' day. 

E'en though weak kail sho'd be their fortnight's doom. 

And extra labour at the jingling loom. 

And from the claith-mills o' the damask cUy^ 

Busk'd in gewgaws and flatterils neat and pretty. 

Like wingless angels, troops o' factory-girls, 

With rosy cheeks, bright eyes, and silken curls ; 

And clean-limb'd lasses frpm the bleaching braes 

About Hunt's Glen, where Bathrick's brooklet strays^ 
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Their chatting tongues gaed like a clattering happer, 

A chattering magpie, or a rusty clapper. 

Chapping a crackit bell, uncourtly tyke,. 

Dost thou want Gallantry thy face to strike, 

And claw thy hurdies wi' an aiken rung 

For likening thus, O wretch ! a woman's tongue ? 

To what — O ! shame, — a magpiej bell, and clapper — 

A sark o' sair-banes, dog, wad serve thee proper. 
• •••••• 

The aimhorse, yok*d to his cary train, 

To save our footsoles from, the trail and pain, 

Now thundered eastlins with its speedy motion. 

Past Tough'bleachfield^ Hdbeath^ and Crossgaies station; 

By Cowdenbeath, with coalpits reekin' round 

And big bell-pumps, that make a clanking sound. 

Lochgelly works, now wondering, we did spy, 

Whose smelting flames shot up the morning sky,- 

Like fiery dragons fi:om the furnace-tops. 

At round-arch'd holes, where down the feul drops ; 

And past the little station Cardenden, 

Slow at the junction stood the panting train. 

Light rest the turf on Geordie Steenson's head, 

And heavenly bliss reward hia ghostly shade, 

Who while a cowboy near his native Tyne, 

Portentious presage of a rare ingine. 

With hemlock stalks and lumps o' kneaded clay 

Modeird wee engines in 's precocious play. 

Which his ripe genius saw the plan fulfilled. 

That speedy motion stretching distance kilFd. 

An uncouth monster first that rumbled o'er 

The amazing speed of four lang miles an hour. 

Northumbrian wives, whose speech the burr reveals. 

With eggs and butter in thek market creels, 
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And throttled chuckles dangling at their hip, 

The swanky kimmers cou*d with ease outstrip, 

And leave the horrid snorter far behind, 

Whom Hedley*s genius ponderously designed ; 

Fame's temple-porch the dolthead strove to reach. 

Fame in her choler rose and kick'd his breach. 

Presumptious man ! could he her favour claim 

For speedless lumber worthless of a name. 

Kin to that idoVs car ca*d Juggernaut, 

Whose horrid wheels its vofries mangle flat ; 

The Ommenganck, Paul Rubens' puppet-man, 

Gigantic seated on a tumbril, drawn 

Through Antwerp's street before a spouting whale, 

A wooden monster carved from snout to tail ; 

King Geordie's coach, thro' whom the missing knife 

Mad Peggy thrust to take the monarch's life? 

But stop ! no more monstrosities to sum, 

A traction bungle with a Tophet lum, 

That blackly smoking shot the sparkles high. 

Like fiery rockets, through the darkened sky. 

On its edged guiders, fixed in resting clamps, 

That bump'd its waggons, load with coaly lumps 

From Wylam pit, and smoulder'd iron ore 

Chain'd at the firont its grimy loads before. 

The lumb'ring hulk, with working gear aboon, 

Roar'd while it ran, and deav'd with hideous din 

The canny natives of the mining city. 

Was soon displaced by Geordie's engine pretty, 

Its feeding-pipes and sliding pistons clean ; 

Its rounded boiler painted black and green, 

And hoUow-tub^d like a waxen comb ; 

Its polish'd cranks and shining brassy dome, 

Shrieking whistle, and its gauging-clock, 
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And shapely funnel belching steam and smoke, 
Whose rushing sough blaws like a bellows-fan 
Its furnace-flame, and spurs its furious run. 
Mechanic beauty, locomotive force, 
The king of engines, hail, the iron horse ! 
When Scots langsyne set out for London city, 
'Twas first considered as their bounden duty 
To fee their lawyer, and testate their will. 
Lest Turpin's pistol shot the killing pill, 
When the gay bandit craped his handsome face. 
Their purse demanded with a courtier's grace ; 
For tho* the King's and God^s command he broke, 
And nervous madams gave a swooning shock, 
Dick was in troth a proper gentleman. 
Such etiquette his victims' fancy wan ; 
Thus to be robb'd politely of their treasure 
Romantic damsels found consoling pleasure. 
Think not, kind reader, 'tis exaggeration 
To say our sires thus exercised their caution. 
To their rough times our modem times are cribbit — 
A' thief s banes rattling from a roadside gibbet 
Gave meikle proof how such audacious gentry 
Plundered the king's lieges with a bold effront'ry ; 
And our ancestors had the gin-horse notion. 
The mete the world by their slow-coach motion. 
So seem'd, to speak in metaphor more plainly, 
Its huge dimensions to their speed ungainly. 
Thus may a cottage with its smoky beam 
A groined cathedral to a spider seem, 
A rood an empire to a grubbing mole, 
A matted jungle seem a beggar's poll 
To that wee beast on whom contempt is hurl'd, 
A kebbuck to a cheese-mite seem a world ; 
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Our ten-days' steerage to yon Yankees witty, 
So seem'd our sires a jaunt to London city ; 
Our eight-weeks* sail by Vasco Gamba's Cape 
To reach Otago through the Southern deep, — 
Paddy o' Rooke, they would have ta'en as soon 
His eagle-visit to the heukit moon. 
And our progenitors, I think we stated, 
Their London journey when they took the gate o't, 
What parting sighs and lang fareweels they took, 
And freens and neibours by the hand they shook. 
And snugly mounted on the lumbering coach, 
The coachman sluggish as a bearded loach, 
He swing*d his steeds who took the rutty road, 
At breathing-stages stopped the human load, 
And eight-days' travel reach'd the destination, 
A woefu' proof o' auchteen-century motion. 
A man can now, in this steam-marvel hurl'd. 
When twilight darkens o'er the busy world, 
Gulp yill and oysters in our yeasty toon 
At Archie's tavern, or The Travellers' Croon, 
And in huge London ere the cock's last crow 
Eat butter'd rolls to cups of Epps' cocoa. 
Astounding speed, copestone to modem science 1 
Rome had war-chariots drawn by harness'd lions, 
Carthage her galleys row'd by Numidian slaves, 
And Runic pirates scour'd the northern waves 
With nimble crafts, but these but poorly show 
A creeping tortoise to a bounding roe ; 
For Geordie's engine yok'd can strongly draw, 
With tireless ease, the loaded trucks of straw, 
Pit coal, house-chattels, sacks of meal and flour, 
At the fierce speed of forty miles an hour, — 
A score miles more its human freight it hurls. 
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Thus George for science won the greenest laurels, 
And fame, uncrimson'd by nae gory draps, 
Unlike your Caesars, Hannibals, and Naps, 
Whom bulldog cruelty may loud applaud. 
But whose blood-feats ne'er made one mortal glad. 
The steam-horse rattling on its iron way 
Has laboured more to bring the golden day. 
When o'er the world should reign triumphant peace, 
The din of war through bartering commerce cease. 
Then all the wisdom musty tomes have teach*d 
And pious eloquence from pulpits preach'd ; 
A quick despatch to trading business found, 
And round the world an iron zone has bound. 
Except at parts where oceans intervene. 
In 'most a'xlimes the puffing train is seen. 
Now thund'ring fast through India's torrid plains, 
Now through Siberia's northern bleak domains, 
Now hurling eastlins, their hoar empire thro'. 
Celestial pagans of the god Fou-fou, 
Forby box'd tea and jars of poppy-drugs; 
Now whistling hoarse thro' London's mantling fogs. 
And Paddy Dublin's black mediaeval bogs. 
Besides Columbus' first-discover*d climes 
(Pardon, kind reader, here my rambling rhymes) ; 
From desert-tracts of cold Canadian strands 
To where La Plata rolls its golden sands ; 
From Massachusetts to the Mormon city. 
Through moisty swamps and vast Savannahs matty 
With prairie girse, where humpy bisons graze, 
Its sleeper'd rails spread out like steely rays 
On branching art'ries through the western warle. 
Which make with pride a Briton's heart to thirl 
The coaly lad who fed the furnace-fires 
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At Dewlay pit surmounts even Morses wires, 

Galvanic-temper'd, wond'rous tho' they seem, 

Unmatch'd for use his engine reigns supreme. 

The electric rope, submerged in ocean's waves, 

Flashing the tidings of embark'd knaves. 

Disastrous news of tempest, flood, and fire. 

To yon Columbians by its marv'llous wire ; 

Huge Leviathan^ largest craft afloat, 

Whom brigs and schooners seem like cockle-boats ; 

The Siuz Canal, dug through Arabia's ground, 

That weds the sea where Pharaoh's hosts were drown'd; 

Saunt Gothard's tunnel, dug with toilsome pain. 

The Yankee railroad stretch'd from main to main, 

The Teredo bore below the silty bed 

Of Father Thames, Isambard Brunei made ; 

The girder'd bridge that spann'd estuaried Tay, 

Yon wild tornado's fury swept aw9.y 

And its carr'd victims drown'd, must soon arise 

From its gulp'd ruins in a stronger guise, 

The crowning triumph of our modem day. 

And sweep the dark blot from our name away, — 

Are great achievements by our modems schem'd. 

Of which your boasted ancients never drean^'d. 

The hanging gardens of vast Babylon, 

The Rhodian beacon and the Parthenon, 

Jove's golden statue and the Ephesian fane 

Of chaste Diana on the Syrian plain. 

The tower of Pharos and Mausolus' tomb, 

The amphitheatre of imperial Rome, 

Palmyra's temples and the pyramids, — 

Now hoar Antiquity soaks his eyelids 

With dripping tears, and mourns their grandeur gone. 

These monster structures, prodigal of stone 
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And sticking mortar, rear'd by pompous folly, . 

The world ne'er miss'd them, — O ! most melancholy ! 

Though sometimes useful to the scribbling clan, 

What was tlieir value to the weal of man ? 

No ! Wheatstone's wires and Steenson*s locomotives. 

Prosaic modems give more worthier motives. 

With shuffling feet and new-doflf'd cap in hand, 

That sneak apology now takes his stand. 

And begs most humbly, with a bland expression. 

The reader's pardon for this long digression. 

Babbling o* tunnels, telegraphs, canals. 

Exhausted patience for our story calls. 

And as we chronicled our jaunt's narration. 

The train stood panting at the junction station. 

Of a' the airts the whistling wind can blaw. 

There engines meet to shunt, to shift, and draw — 

Wanchancie spot for luckless strange mishaps, 

Sometimes thro' cracks, and sometimes drowsy naps. 

There's a wee story here I fain wad tell. 

Which happ^n'd ance the author's sire himsel'. 

His queer adventiure nane can tell it better, 

That e'en wad mak' the sourest coof to titter : 

<* Twa trusty carles in a railway car 

Sat gashly crackin' on the Russian War, 

Whilk at the time was raging in the east, 

Thro' bluidy bruUies wi' the ursine beast. 

A portly miUer and a wabster lean. 

The twa that day at Enbrugh toon had been. 

'Bout British pluck their battle crack began. 

How gallant Raglan storm'd the fierce Redan, 

How Bruin's troops from Alma's heights were scatter'd, 

How to a wrack Sebastopol was batter'd. 

How Nolan's Spartans down the rocky gorge 
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Rush'd with the maddest, yet the bravest charge 
As e'er was made upon the warlike field. 
And tho' shrill the stopping engine squeal'd, 
And at the junction stopped its axle-cranks, 
And folks walk'd out upon the stepping planks. 
And station-porters passed the carriage door, 
And bawl'd the changing wi' a stentor roar. 
The doited bodies sat and ne'er gaed out. 
And for a wastlin took an eastlin route. 
Amid their crackin' unco pack thegither. 
Now from the war upon the winter weather, 
And on the market price o' grain and fother. 
Like Tam o* Shanter and the famous Souter. 
" Freen," quoth the man o' dust and thirl-mouter, 
Stopping the twirling o' his bullhead thumbs 
To tak' the snuff-box from the man o' thrums, 
" About the junction, fegs, we now maun spier, 
Lest aiblins past it we should daft-like steer." 
" For Markinch station, sir, the train is stopping," 
Sang out a gentleman, his forehead tapping. 
While to a passenger he slyly winkit, 
That to the farder end had cautious slinkit. 
As much to say as plain as spades and mattocks, 
" Have we, think you, here twa escaped lunatics?" 
Ye painting daubers skilVd in Hogarth's art 
To show the grotesque and ridiculous part. 
Oh ! had ye seen the glow'r our heroes gave. 
While up the door with furious bang they drave. 
And troth the twa were in a sorry plight, 
To-morrow Sunday and no train that night 
So quite chopfallen, cursing sair their skin, 
To seek a lodgment in the village inn. 
Below its roof to rest themsel's till day, 
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Through auld Markinch they took their weary way, 

[Markinch the braggart in the shire o' Fife: 

Ae day the carline wi' her cabbage-knife 

Was shearin' kail when Truth cam' sauntering by, 

She raised her head, the stranger took her eye, 

Calm-eyed, plain-featured, like a Quaker clad ; 

Truth sore-afFriglited took his heels and fled, 

Scared by the gloVr the murderous limmer gave, 

While her kail-knife she gave a threatening wave. 

That Truth since syne has never ventured back. 

But leaves the beldame to her braggy crack 

Qe huge kailstocks, big eggs, and monstrous onions, 

That neeer was found in ae the Queenes dominions; 

But Truth still hopes, for honest consciencee sake, 

That windy whids auld Markinch shall forsake. 

And rightly gauge her bulky cabbage-stocks, 

And meikle onions bagg'd in meshy pocks, 

And thumpin* hense eggs try them ie the banks. 

Syne gie the world the plain unvarnished facts, 

Thus with the devil have a virtuous struggle 

And be to folks nae mair a laughing bogle.] 

Now snugly housed within a braw hotel, 

Oor hungry travellers rang the waiter's bell ; 

A lass announced the tuggine o' the string. 

"A gill and biscuit,ee qtioth the miller, " bring ;ee 

" And, lassie,ee quoth the wabster, " brush my shoon,e' 

For which the miller paid a saxpence doon. 

And luckless chance his siller count was sma. 

But fient the plack the wabster had ava. 

Their supper done they took their costly bed. 

Hung round wi' curtains oe the damask red. 

And in the morning when the twa arose 

A gill and biscuit was their morning dose, 
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Altho' the wabster had the hungry hope 

A dish o' griird steaks or a mutton chop, 

And aiblins hanselFd wi' a tappit hen. 

But when the bakes and lousy giU cam ben, 

I' faith the billy lookit unco glum, 

And for his toom pouch held his grumlin' dumb. 

Now on a snirlie cauld November day, 

They toddled on for auld Dumfarlin gray. 

Cursing their folly owre and owre again. 

To sit like idiots and ne'er change the train. 

Now rattling onwards at a furious rate 

By Sinclairtown we took the southron gate, 

And Dysart past, a carlane auld and frail. 

Boiling her saut for parritch and for kail, 

And lang Kirkcaldy past it sped like drift, 

The famous birthplace o' the sage of Thrift, 

And quaint Kinghorn with's historic rock 

Adown whose cliffs the king his craigie broke ; 

And, lastly, stood as stockstill as a post 

At Burntisland with its bathing coast, 

Upon whose sands might dance those sea-bom maids 

Yclep'd in mythic rhyme the Nereids, 

Or in the lapping waves might sportive play 

While night's pale empress shed her silver ray. 

But why intrude a mythologic page f 

Who cares for nymphs in this prosaic age. 

Except those creatures in a ducking-dress. 

Whose shapely limbs its clapping skirts harass ? 

But since dame Eve pat on the leafy brat. 

When she the bliss of blooming Eden quat. 

Modesty maun clog their aquatic mirth 

To screen those charms the fairest found on earth. 
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Sea-nymphs, indeed, no fairer can be found 
In fabled myths of dreaming fanc)r's round, 
Leaping and bobbing in the tumbling surge 
By glaring day upon the ocean's marge. 
But justice still poetic fancy craves, 
Though prosy mortals say sometimes she raves \ 
Amid this breach of my descriptive strain, 
The injured goddess bids me thus complain : 
" O ! buried Greece, though set thy glorious star, 
And thy dirge sang the bard of Lochnagar, 
The stilted scribblers that thy gods ignore 
Filch half the charms from their castrated lore. 
Thy mighty y^, Hercules strong of brawn. 
Thy drunken Bacchus and sheep-herding Pan^ 
Rock-chain'd Prometheus by the vulture torn, 
Routh-yielding Ceres^ crowned with nodding com, 
Cup-bearing Hehe^ Proserpine gathering flowers, 
Apollo circled by the dancing Hours, 
With beechen spear the huntress, chaste Dian, 
And car-thron'd Venus by her pigeons drawn, 
Tridented Neptune with sea-tangle crown'd, 
Conch-blowing Tritons, spouting dolphins round 
His shelly chariot, owre the awe-hush'd waves 
Drawn by sea-horses foal'd in sparry caves. 
Bolt-forging Vulcan, war-empurpled Mars, 
Nymphs, dryctds, satyrs, nereids, centaurs. 
But stop 1 my muse, why chronicle the whole ? 
This beard-shaven age has no poetic souL 
The frosty prudes of dry-boned musty fact 
Would make thee, Poesy, but a drudging hack. 
And prostitute thy heaven-instructed lear. 
To vaunt in rhyme some haberdasher's ware ; 
And for auld trumpery like the gods of Greece 
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Ne'er care the fourth part of a penny piece ; 
And nurs'ry Goodie scarcely thinks it proper 
To trust her charge with Cinderella's Slipper^ 
Hop d my Thumbs Bluebeard^ and Puss in Boots; 
To his young gumption be but poisonous fruits 
Jack and the Beanstalk^ Beauty and the Beast ; 
But death-bak'd manchets from the deviFs feast, 
Black imps o' mischief in Sinbad the Sailor y 
The Forty Thieves, zndjack the Giant-killer. 
Would she from fiction's haffets tear her laurels ? 
These glorious stories point the best o' morals, 
And Goodie's bookies, though o' pious stuff — 
Far be't that I should like a sceptic scoff — 
By young run-deils shall in the dirt be toss'd 
For Fancy's ^^ and Superstition's gHost. 
But hold, O Wisdom, why thus moralise 
On picture-books and heathen deities. 
Avaunt ! old dotard, thou hast said enow, 
And come, my muse, take up thy story's due ; 
Be thou. Description, her inspiring guide 
To paint our passage o'er the spacious tide. 
And if thou want a metaphoric strophe 
To gild thy rhjrme and busk our steerage off, 
Gaunt-featur'd Dante abjure his ghostly theme. 
That brings the nightmare on the reader's dream 
The clanking chain, blue-fire and burning eyes, 
Dante's pagan stuff judiciously despise, 
Th' shrieking damn'd death's waters boating o'er 
In Charon's wherry to the Stygian shore. 
Such dismal frights in Dora's eyes look pretty, 
But take, O muse, the brighter part of Etty, 
And gayily paint, though not on cloth or vellum, 
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" Youth at the prow and Pleasure at the helm." 

With rocking wintle near the shipping quay, 

The Granton steamboat at our service lay, 

The smoke, thick-wreathing from her painted funnel. 

Black as the darkness of Saunt Gothard's tunnel, 

Roird, mix'd with vapours of the boiler's steam. 

That from the blowpipe rush'd with hissing-scream,— 

Braw thanks to. Fulton and to Harry Bell, 

Wha deftly plann'd an engine to propel 

An oarless boat, whom hurricane nor gale 

With blusf ring fury ne'er can turn its tail, 

But breast the billows with untiring pluck, 

Paddle its passage like a goose or duck. 

Outstrip the flight o- Mother Carefs chickens, 

And bleeze the deep as bright as Bell-rock beacons. 

Across yon ocean, for Columbia bound, 

By bragging Yankees dubb'd the herring pond, 

Be scudding wastlins by Bermuda's beach 

Ere Kerry's cape a fuU-rigg'd ship can reach. 

Across a wheel-brig wi' a jundie bustle 

And sair rib-squeezing to the steaming vessel, 

Pack'd from her bowsprit to her rudder'd stem, 

Lad, lassock, housewife, benedict and bairn 

Fast on her decks in. hurrying numbers pour'd. 

And when ilk lagging wight had got a-board, 

Loud-shriek'd the whistle, and the starting-bell 

Rang out the clangour of its warning knell. 

Slack'd from the timmerhead the mooring tow, 

The steamboat seaward tum'd her gilded bow. 

Among the surges with a churning plunge 

The paddles plusli'd, and with a lumbering lunge 

The freighted vessel left th' embarking quay. 
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And owre the broad frith ploughed her watery way. 
Inchketthy wee islet with its beacon keep, 
A pigmy Pharos on the midnight deep 
To guide the labouring bark, we past bel5rve ; 
And sea-wash'd rocks, with white-wing'd gulls alive, 
Of lone Inchcolm, grave meditation's isle, 
And scann'd the wrack of its monastic pile, 
Below whose roof Columba's monks abode, 

And martyr'd Forrest found the truth of God. 
• .••••••• 

King Sol, wise maker of proverbial saws. 

Though he, frail man, had his ain fauts and flaws, 

Said rigid wisdom was a gloomy fool 

To geld his joys by castigation's rule. 

And rigid righteousness a surly sumph 

To growl at Baffin' with a snappish grumph, 

That asks the bigot with a manner civil 

To drop a wee his drawling nasal snivel, 

Remove the dool from his sepulchre face, 

The tight-drawn stays of rectitude unlace, 

Scarr aflf the screech-owl, moping melancholy. 

And risk a splore with hair-brain'd giddy folly. 

Our canty folks aboard that packit boat. 

Though frail deal timbers held the craft afloat, 

Nor cared, perchance, how sudden gales might rage. 

Had ta'en the maxims o' the Hebrew sage. 

And full-resolved, though on the after day 

Sour-faced repentance should discordant play 

On their heart-strings a melancholic solo. 

To spend one day of ftt)lic, fun, and folly. 

A carle fiddler with a lyart noddle 

Attuned the gamut of his rousty fiddle, 

Struck up Allegro on its bumming strings, 
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And play'd the wale o' Scotland's bonnie springs. 

And glaikit swankies, in a drunken glow 

Frae boosing gills and foaming quarts below, 

Danced to his music with the wenches fair, 

Nor spared the timbers of the floating-flair, 

£'en till the boat steam'd into Granton pier. 

Hail ! pleasure, empress of the human heart. 

Sole potentate o'er nature and o'er art, 

The inhabitants of ether, earth, and sea, 

Dool-killing goddess, all are slaves to thee. 

To man alone a cruel mistress thou. 

The silly moth the candle's treach'rous lowe 

Attracts no more then he thy snaring charms ; 

Deco/d, poor devil, to thy tempting arms. 

Bewitching sorceress, fascinating wh-re, 

Thou leaves him wasted, miserable, and poor. 

And thou, Auld Hornie^ Satan, Nick, or Devily 

That doth delight the weft of fate to ravel, 

Why hast thou pow'r, thou mischief-plotting dog, 

Oiu: scanty pleasures with thy ills to clog ? 

Why preach, ye sages skill' d in wisdom's lear. 

That hateful evil has a purpose here ? 

Dost thou imagine, O ! impious man, 

That God put evil in creation's plan? 

Better on chaos creation ne'er had risen. 

Or Adam's apple chok'd his guilty weason ; 

Better Apollo ceased his beams to flash. 

The stem oppression wield the stinging lash ; 

Better night's empress cease to shine on high, 

Then murder prowl beneath her silvered sky ; 

Better a toom pouch than a stolen shillin', 

Better a blank in nature than a villain. 

Better to chaos were these atoms hurl'd 

9 
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Than be the framework of a suffering world. 
No ! God ordain'd the eternal weal of man, 
His Eden bloom'd a prefiace toHi&plan. 
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When lastly we the broadening frith had crossed, 

From Granton seaport on the Lothian coast, 

We joumey'd southwards, in the speeding train,. 

Through tunneird bridges arch'd wi' propping stane, 

And reached belyve the queen of modem cities, 

Worthy the paeans of a thousand ditties, 

Paced o'er her pavements, smooth's a kitchen floor, 

Upon the threshold of the noontide hour. 

All hail, Edina ! fair in every part, 

Adom'd by nature and adorn'd by art ; 

In all her climes Europa has no city 

So fair, romantic, picturesque, and pretty. 

What's Paddy's city but a bishopric? 



I 
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London, forsooth, a wilderness of brick, 
Paris a strumpet with a mirner's box, 
Lisbon a cradle that the earthquake rocks. 
Bull-fighting Madrid but a guitar strummer, 
And white-tower'd Florence but a vesper-hummer ? 
What but a carpet-wabster Paipish Brussels ? 
And timmer-founded on a bed o' mussels, 
What's Amsterdam but jist a gin-distiller ? 
Naples a rag-shop and a den o? squalor ; 
Owre kailyard princes Frankfort's but a bully, 
Venice a boatman in a black gondola, 
The Turk's metropolis but a dirty skunk, 
A gipsy Prague, and Rome a frowsy monk, 
And ancient Athens but a templed pagan, 
The Sound's toll-keeper beggar'd Copenhagen, 
And Norway's capital, unkenn'd to simmer, 
A tarry merchant shippin' piny timmer, 
Stockholm a hermit by the Baltic's paters, 
Pate'sbrugh a jailer with the knout and fetters, 
A sneak Vienna we may fitly dub her, 
Berne a goatherd, and Berlin a robber. 

By our untravell'd route through rural Fife, 
To its sea-strand with fishing hamlets rife, 
And cauld sea-winds that blew frae Peggy's Ferry, 
The gentle saint who did King Malcolm marry, 
Hunger, the gaunt wolf, with his ogre maw 
At our yaup wames begoud to retch and gnaw. 
The lang-drawn street that bears the prince's name 
Who made Britannia bow her face with shame 
At scand'lous mention of his deeds unclean. 
And perjured falsehoods on his guiltless queen,— 
Monarch of thoroughfares, whose chartefd right 
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Forbids stone-piles to block its southron sight, 

Where travelling thanes and carpet-baggit swells 

Find sumptuous palaces, yclep'd hotels, 

And huge book-marts with tomes of ancient date 

Would craze stark-mad a bibliomaniac's pate, 

And superb shops with jeweird wares that glitter 

Would made auld Blucher's barb'rous gums to water. 

Alang its pavements we our steps did bend. 

And to a subterranean cookshop did descend. 

Where groaning plenty charmed our sniffing nose : 

Huge platter^d rounds, spiced dumplings, French ragouts^ 

Meat-pies, grill' d chops, boiled tripe and potted jeel, 

Would made a gourmand wamy raptures feeL 

Now at a board each set himself to eat. 

Some peel'd potatoes and a plate o' meat. 

And stoup o' yill to wash the morsel doon ; 

And for the walth o' flagon, knife, and spoon, 

Cost each a-piece the payment of a shillin'. 

Some grudged the cost, and some to pay't were willin*. 

Thus we with hunger made a peaceful truce, 

And left full-satisfied the cooking-house ; 

But some afflicted with a whisky drouth, 

Dry as Crail-capons on a market booth, 

Wi* sma* book-lear within their witless noddle. 

Their chief desire a Bacchanalian fuddle. 

Drove to a change-house for a drunken bout. 

And owre its threshold never ventured out ; 

Left unexplored, to swill the frothing-pots, 

Dunedin's scenes and auld historic spots. 

For which lear'd folks would tramp a hundred league, 

The bousy poltroons never cared a fig. 

Degraded man, why thus to folly run. 

And grasp at pleasures that a hog would shun ? 
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What dost thou find in vile barbaric drink 

As make thy soul beneath the brute to sink ? 

Why thus in torpor let thy reason sleep, 

Thy sodden brain in beastly liquors steep ? 

Is there no other pleasure found on earth ? 

Has God so circumscribed the scanty girth ? 

Will all the glory of His wondrous world 

Before thy sottish eyes be vain unfurFd ? 

No birds, no flowers, fair fields and boVring trees, 

Nothing in Nature thee to charm or please ; 

No other joy within thy earthly poVr 

But what is swallow'd in one drunken hour. 

I and auld Edward gi'ed the fools the jink, 

And left them clattering owre their swinish drink. 

And through the city took an eastlin route, 

Resolved that day to hunt its ferlies out. 

And, firstly, speel'd the Calton's gentle slope, 

And viewed the prospects from its rocky top. 

That templed hill upon the skirts of Athens, 

The Lycebetus of the ancient pagans, 

As rich in sculpture is the Calton crown'd. 

The stretching landscapes that its base surround, 

Which we from Nelson's chum-shaped tower espied, 

No pagan's dream o' Elysian fields outvied. 

Reared on the top we got our mournful view on. 

Like some Greek edifice in hoary ruin. 

The Doric pillars of the phantom dome, — 

A temple worthy of the gods of Rome 

Had it been fashion'd to the vast design ; 

But stuck ignobly through a dearth of coin — 

That enthusiasm, with impassioned craze, 

Strove, biit in vain, magnanimous to raise 

The massy pile, and consecrate its stanes 



134 Description of a Jaunt to Auld Reekie, 

For Scots who fell on Belgium's bloody plains, 
Corunria's heights where set the hero's star, 
The Nile's fierce fight and fiercer Tra-fal-gar : 
But cool'd by prudence soon the scheme was lost, 
The cautious miser grudg'd the mighty cost ; 
When enthusiasm, to augment her store, 
Could firom the niggard prudence wring no more, 
Stupendous rear'd with pediment uncrowned 
Those twelve huge columns on the classic mound. 

Now down a pebbly path with winding turns 

We reached belyve the monument of Bums : 

A wee Greek temple with a tripod crown'd. 

And nine fair columns set its circle round. 

A relic room below the cenotaph, 

We curious saw a bamboo walking staff 

Whom Boswell owned, the Laird of Auchenleck, 

The man that wanted dignified respect. 

Who foUow'd Johnson like a spaniel cur, 

And stuck to Paulo like a thistle-burr. 

The bard's braw letters, fixed in timmer frames. 

That e'en outwitch the magic of his rhymes, 

And some rhyme-pieces of his matchless style, 

Hung round the white walls of the rounded pile. 

That gash-penn'd poem from his tinkler muse, 

A rattling rampage of uncouth abuse — 

The Kirk's Alarm — took auld Edward's eye; 

Its rough priest-lashing with exulting joy 

And chuckling glee auld Neddy gabbled o'er, 

The run-deil piece that fash'd the clergy sore; 

What was black poison to the reverend drones. 

Was halesome marrow to the sceptic's bones. 

And painted gems hung round from Drummond's easel; 
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And by his mallet and his classic chisel 

Brodie, whose death auld Scotland ever mourns, 

Chipp'd from the marble stood the bust of Bums — 

Glossy and polish'd with the plaidie's fold, 

The face of genius, loft-broVd and bold. 

And dearly hallow'd ither sma' nick-nackets, 

The donors' names inscribed on pasteboard tickets. 

A lang sword-cane the gauger-poet used 

When gauging barrels, though he sometimes boused 

On smuggled stuff. Liza BegbUs mug^ 

And old dame Kennet's curious earthen jug, — 

Kin to the Bruce, though blind with lengthened eild, 

The Carrick sword the ancient dame did wield, 

And o'er his shoulders three times struck it hard, 

And mimic knighthood gave the kneeling bard. 

A marvel neist we there astonish'd saw, 

And scann'd the object with an eldritch awe — 

A piaster-casting of the poet's skull. 

rU tell a tale o't please the reader's will 

" By auld Saunt Michael's kirk a batch o' folks, 

Wha kenn'd the bumps upon our knowledge-box, 

With spades and mattocks dug a hallow'd grave. 

And from the dead-kist dung a rotten stave. 

Brought out a horrid thing, and shook the mould 

From off the scalp, so clammy, green, and cold. 

While from the belfrey auld St Michael's bell 

Toll'd slowly out the solemn hour o' tweL 

Clapp'd on a gravestane at that dark dread hour, 

The grinning skull its bumps they fumbled owre, 

And soon as they the plaster-cast had made. 

They pat it carefu' in its narrow bed, 

Securely packit in a padded box. 

Syne hurriedly these resurrection folks 



136 Description of a Jaunt to Auld Reekie. 

The howkit yird, while mom b^oud to daw, 

Delv'd in the grafF, and silent stole awa." 

Now from our story of the poefs skull : 

The bard's wee dram-glass, and the snuffing mill 

O' Mar/s sire — the lump o' farle-cake 

Bak'd by his Jean — the sneeshing box of aik. 

Made from the rooftree of the famous kirk 

Where drunken Tam saw thro' the stormy mirk 

A troop o' witches dancing in their sarks, — 

The tale you'll find it in the poet's warks — 

Masonic mallet of excis'd Findlater, 

Jean Brandhridgi pippin^ and the timmer platter 

Of auld Nanse Tinnock's with a crackit fissmre, 

The Lass d Ballochmyl^s wee cup and saucer^ 

The Bards nteat-mincher and his feeding-fork. 

Used at Mossgiel to carve his plate o' pork ; 

And that fair maid he made his muse's care, 

A glossy tresslet of her lint-white hair^ 

The swappit Bible Hielant Mary gave 

Her raptur'd lover ere her early grave 

She fiird, poor lass, that day the pair did meet 

Fast by the Ayr that murmur'd at their feet; 

Besides preserv'd a Bacchanalian treasure, 

The luggit quechy a round wee drinking measure. 

Whom Bums and Rankine, ready, rude, and rough, 

Us'd at Pouss Nansie's beggar-haunted howff, 

To drink ale-swats and ither sma nick-nacks. 

My thinking judgment maist dementit racks 

Its slipshod gumption to remember there 

Priceless mementoes of the Bard of Ayr. 

Now as I gazed on that Athenian pile. 

For gifted worth who till'd the niggard soil, 

His dear reward the wreath that bound his brows. 
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My thoughts unutter'd thus in wrath arose : 
When genius lives, the gold-adoring squad 
Shake their wise heads and think the fellow mad : 
When starv'd and scandal'd ill-starr'd genius dies, 
Then useless marbles to his memory rise. 
Insulting mock'ry ! O thou stony sham, 
Had I the butting of a battering-ram. 
Though limbo's fetlocks should my ankles' keep, 
I'd ding thee headlong down that craggy steep. 
O ! what avail thy finely-sculptur'd stanes, 
Mausolian-sepulchred his mould'ring banes. 
When he received for his Parnassian lear 
The meanest claithing and the coarsest fare — 
The galley-slave chain'd to the rowing-oar 
His racking toil ne'er gall'd his spirit more. 
Him whom the muses, daughters of great Jove, 
The greenest laurels for his forehead wove ; 
Whom fame impatient seiz'd her trumpet fast. 
And o'er the world has blawn the loudest blast, — 
Castalia's fabled waters deeply drank, 
But never flatter'd either wealth or rank ; 
Purg'd from obscenity the lover's song, 
And gave the world the grace of Scotland's tongue; 
Rous'd up the patriot to the fighting pitch. 
And murther'd superstition, eldritch witch ; 
From stem oppression Freedom's charter tore. 
And bade the poor man be a slave no more. 
I speak, Edina, to thy guilty shame, 
And thou, Dumfries, that doth his ashes claim : 
Your pamper'd sons of luxury and ease, 
The gifted Ploughman was a toy to please. 
But never show'd a benefactor's pow^r 
To take one sorrow from his dying hour. 
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Papists have fixed a fiery purgatory 

To cleanse the faithful for the joys of glory, 

Though priests can speed them through the hot purgation, 

If friends be ready with a cash-oblation ; 

But if their purse be empty as their skulls, 

Then gifts are taken from the credulous gulls, 

In shape o* potheen, bacon, or potatoes, 

For Mortem-masses priests won't sing them gratis. 

I sing, or rather mourn, the purgatory 

That genius suffers for his laurelled glory. 

How can I 'numerate the numerous dools, 

Sageacres, bigots, critics, duns, and fools. 

Prudence eternally on his conduct craiks, 

Her dirty scandal black-spleened envy rakes. 

To spairge his name and reputation kill. 

The gulping items of a printer's bill 

Yield him no substance, but the bubble fame ; 

Even forced to gild the rich man's empty name, 

Whose patronage subscribing folks entice, 

For wealth shines bright in worldly wisemen's eyes. 

By such a pack malignantly dragoon'd, 

The Heaven-tuned instrument becomes untuned. 

Even stung to madness through the world's abuse. 

The knife, the death-cup, and the strangling noose, 

Have choked the torture in their canker'd hearts. 

Those whom of genius had the various parts ? 

How has the world abused its noblest sons ! 

Behold how here the dismal story runs : — 

The Trojan Bard, whom day no sunlight gave, 

Expired a beggar, and had lived a slave. 

Forced by the rage of his Athenian foes. 

Drank Socrates the death-distilled dose. 

Sophocles laurell'd his immortal brows, 
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With Dian*s buskins dress'd the tragic muse : 

Can it be chronicled ? — his graceless brood, 

The monsters thirsting for a father's blood, 

To part their portions of his gear and gold. 

The would-be parricides this falsehood told 

Before his judges at the court of Athens 

(For madmen perish'd by these civic pagans). 

That he, their sire, was reft of reason's ray. 

The poef s recital of his Thebian play 

Convinced the judgment of the Areopagus 

The brain that made it had not Lunis plagus, 

Th' Athenian rabble from his studio drove 

PhidiaSy the sculptor of Olympian Jove 

(The world's fourth marvel), with a shower obscene 

Of sticks, stale-fish, ox-bones, and dirt unclean, 

And still that stung his suffering spirit more, 

Loud murd'rous threats and clamorous-throated roaij 

Of execrations. Haughty-temper'd Spain, 

She now remembers with repentant pain, 

Laugh'd at the mad freaks of her Don Quixote, 

But put no flesh-meat in Cervantei pot. 

The bard of Tophet, gloom-shrouded Dante^ 

With face so ghastly, melancholy, gaunt, 

That children frighten'd at his aspect grim 

Hid in their mother's laps, men shrank from him. 

And said, " There goes the man that was in Hell 

And has come back again " — the legends tell; 

Like shrunk alchemist in his smelting tow'r 

Transmuting gold from lumps of spurious ore. 

Or mummy-featur'd, gown'd apothecary 

In his stuff'd-crocodiled laboratory, 

With long-neck'd crucibles, distilling gums, 

Moon-gather'd herbs that grow by dead men's tombs, 
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And oils of roses, — ^swith one semblance more, 

An ugly wizard raising through the floor 

The hom'd devil from the deeps below, 

To work his spells and devilments of woe, 

Set by the stinky fumes uprising hot 

Of brimstone, smouldering in a brazen pot, — 

The gloomy bard conjured with fancy's spell 

Blood-freezing horrors of abysmal hell. 

Fire-burning abysses, ice-crusted holes, 

Pitch-boiling sloughs, slime-pits where damnM souls 

Lay horribly immersed. Unhappy DantCy 

Far from his Florence forced to banishment. 

No deeper hell his awful fancy drew 

Then his own griev'd and tortured spirit knew. 

Galileo^ whom fame immortal heralds 

The first that pointed to yon starry worlds 

His monstrous-tub*d and distance-nearing glass. 

Bell-skirted munchers of the wafer-mass 

Crack'd his old joints upon the breaking wheel. 

Through his maintaining, with a martyr's zeal, 

His new-discover'd, now established fact, 

Before the council of the Papal pack. 

That the vast substance of our earthen sphere 

Spins round day's godship in a solar year. 

ColumhuSy muster'd with his leaky galleys. 

Across an ocean's prow-uncloven billows, 

To undiscover'd countries steer'd his helm, 

And fixed a world to the wee realm 

Of Castile's monarch, who with grateful thanks 

Fix'd Spanish bilboes on Columbus' shanks. 

Which sank heart-broken to an earthen grave 

Th' immortal sailor. Scandal-gulping slave, 

Shock'd with thy conduct, time, O Ferdinand ! 
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Transcribes thy mem'ry with a blotting hand. 

That auld drug-pounder and ratsbane-distiller, 

Whose name makes terror take an ashen colour ; 

His crafty race uprais'd a fearful queen, 

Who through the treach'ry of her bigot spleen 

That awful stain on history's page did leave, 

The bloody horrors of Bartholomew's Eve — 

On whom, grim-butcher'd by the dogs of hell, 

Blood-stain'd his grey hairs, brave Coligny fell 

The De Witts, pioneers of the stolid Dutch, 

Whose democracy to a stormy pitch 

Uprous'd a faction in the legislation. 

And tore with frenzy the amphibious nation. 

Conjoined the foremost of their thirsting foes. 

The Boyne's crown'd hero with the eagle nose. 

Of whom Glencoe can tell a fearful tale. 

Whose grim recital makes the world grow pale, 

Brac'd by his hatred to the brave De Witts, 

For which calumny at his memory spits, 

A hellish mob to savage fury risen, 

Dragg'd with brute force the brothers from their prison, 

And soon those forms that lodg'd the noblest souls 

They tore, O ! piecemeal like devouring ghouls. 

Fix'd to the pillory by the neck and legs, 

A rabble-mark for dirt and addled eggs. 

Although tradition down the fact bequeaths. 

Seditious mobs bedecked with, rosy wreaths, 

Cropp'd of his ears, a humiliating show, 

Stood that state-skelpin' demagogue, De Foe. 

That delf-enamelling potter, poor Pelissy, 

Tho' worldly-wise folks thought the man was crazy. 

And clamoring creditors assail'd his door, 

And scarce a meal's meat in his pantry's store, 
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His wife and wee brats, hungry, wan, and raggit. 

And time misspent upon his delfish maggot, 

And baffling failure still his efforts quash'd, 

His chairs and creepies he to smithereens smash'd, 

Puffd up his furnace by his bellows-blast. 

And found the crock'ry-glazing art at last, 

For which King Henry, though he praised his dishes, 

Pensioned Pelissy with a couch of rushes, 

A dole of ryebread, and an earthen jug 

Of drinking water in the Bastile snug. 

Whelp of a she-wolf, O ! thou sceptred slave. 

At mass a bigot but at heart a knave ; 

Thy mumbled Aves and iS\j paternoster^ troll, 

Gave thee not, wretch, magnanimity of soul. 

Dick Wilson^ furious at his painting foes. 

Drank porter, swore, and stufPd his flaming nose. 

Pigmented cheats, embrown'd by Reynolds' snuff. 

Time cracks the plaster of the fading stuff, 

Were bought and flattered by wig-powder'd fools. 

While Wilson's landscapes, praised by modern schools, 

In a pawn-shop at Tottenham did lie. 

For who wou'd risk what Fashion would not buy. 

Savage^ the scapegrace and poetic wit, 

Whose barb'rous mother wore a coronet ; 

On cold Siberia or the glacier'd Alps, 

The she-wolf fondling o'er her darling whelps. 

For their sustenance hunts the forest wild. 

But that harsh strumpet to her gifted child 

Betray'd no s)anptoms of a dam's instinct, 

Which drove poor Savage to the scourge of drink. 

His beastly vices and his thriftless shifts 

Obscur'd the lustre of his splendid gifts ; 

Houseless and crustless, melancholy plight, 
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Stroll'd thro* St James's at the dead of night 
With that sour crab, the dictionary-man^ 
Whose pompous talk to contradiction ran ; 
And lastly, worsted in misfortune's strife, 
A storm-wrack'd bark upon the sea of life, 
Expir'd, poor prodigal, how sad the tale, 
A starving pauper in a debtor's jaiL 
That strange boy Chatterton^ whose forged scrolls 
(Priest Rowley's rhymes) perplex'd the wisest souls, 
With pride down-tumbled into sheer despair. 
While stark starvation in his face did stare. 
With desp'rate gulps the death-mixed posset drank. 
Felt the death-chill, and on his pallet sank 
To that, alas ! congeal'd life's curdling streams, 
Unwaking sleep that knows no golden dreams! 
From duns and bailiffs forced himself to hide 
Chok'd by a crust, the starving Otway died. 
By searching study driven stark insane. 
The pistol-bullet tore the marv'llous brain 
Of Miller^ tracing in the sandstoue rock 
Creation's birth. From circumspection's yoke, 
For ale-scores prisoned in a sponging-house, 
Weak-morall'd Morland by a drunken bouse 
Deliriously expifd. To groves describ'd by Dante, 
A trunk for harpies' nests, Ben Haydon sent, 
Through ills imagin'd, his rash-temper'd soul. 
But why sum up the melancholy whole ? 
That is a swatch sufficiently to show 
How men use genius in this world below. 
Through crowded tombstones, obelisks, and urns, 
We took our journey down with devious turns. 
And passing saw amongst the grassy heaps 
The rounded tower where sceptic David sleeps, 
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The creedless sage, who hopeless strove to stay 

Man's golden hopes of life's eternal day, 

And reach'd, low-standing on a stretching plain, 

The Stuarti Palace and King David* s fane. 

Before the palace on its spacious yard. 

Where strode a redcoat sentinel on guard, 

A sculptured fountain, fair in every part. 

Conspicuous stood, a masterpiece of art. 

The limpid waters rose in showery jets 

O'er terrac'd groups of pretty statuettes, — 

The Kin^s Four Heralds of the Canongate, 

With banner'd trumps and tassell'd dress of state, 

Tlie Auld Toon-drummer o' the souters' brugh, 

And good Queen Bess in farthingale and ruff. 

The Lady Crawford and our Scotch Queen Moll, 

And busts o' LongshankSy AvorCs Bard, and Noll, 

The Kin^s Fool Geordie, stabbin' Devon's Duke, 

And Stair's brave Earl in a huge peruke, 

And Sir fohn Cope, who from the rebels ran. 

Fast as a tyke behind a bumping pan, , 

The fiddler Rizzio, Ida Irondale, 

And Sussex's Grace and Frances ArabelL 

The queenless palace, desolate abode. 

Its silent courts with mournful steps we trod, 

And eyed with awe the loft regal dome, 

Where Scotland's monarchs held their royal home. 

Now mournful wrapp'd in melancholy gloom; 

And Marfs Chamber, hung with tapestpy, 

We wandered through, and curiously did spy 

The bed of state where lay the lovely queen, 

And Rizzio's blood upon the floor is seen ; 

And Scotland's monarchs since they first began 

From Gallic Fergus down to Brandy Nan, — 



i 
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Except King Billy ^ we will take the fash 

To be correct for fear the critics snash — 

By De Witts painted in a barb'rous style, 

Hung round the galFry of the regal pile, — 

The ancient kings who ruled the Scots and Picts, 

Whom puzzled histor)^ scarce their reigns can fix, — 

Their names as barbarous as the barb'rous times, 

Which e'en to chronicle wou*d cramp my rhymes. 

We'll leave them pictured by De Witts' fancy, 

Or aiblins conjur'd by some necromancy, 

And midway take the genealogic ladder. 

And name the Scotch kings from the Thane of Cawdor, 

First, the third Malcolm and the Hielant thane, 

Lord of the Isles, barbaric Donald Bane^ 

The gentle Edgar, Alexander First, 

And the sair sand, the poet-monarch curst. 

Who robb'd the crown to give the churchmen bread ; 

And the next monarch Scotland's sceptre sway'd, 

Nick-named the Maiden for his girlish face ; 

And next him William took his reigning place, 

The king who flaunted on the hostile field 

The red-ramfd Lion escutcheon'd on his shield ; 

And next in order, Alexander Second, 

And Alexander Third the next we reckon'd, 

Whom history tells us while a-hunting t^oke 

His royal craig adown Kinghom's rock. 

Now Scotland's Saviour of immortal fame. 

And his son David, second of the name; 

Now Robert, who the Stuart reign began. 

And Robert Third, the first who felt its ban, 

The Poet-monarch, we could easy trace, 

And fames the Second with the fiery face ; 

'^ow fames the Third, refined by cultur'd lore> 

10 
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AxiA James the Fourth^ who spiky penapce wore ; 

^ow James the IHfth^ the flower of Scotland's kings. 

The courtly gallant fann'd by Cupid*s wings^ 

Gay Baliingeich, the gaberlunzie loon, 

And red todlowrie o' Sanct Andros' toon ; 

And beauteous Mary^ fairest of the fair, 

With pigmy crown stuck on her auburn hair, 

Around her snowy neck a crimpled ruff, 

And long whijte veil hung from her jewell'd coif. 

Now gentle Jamie took our tracing e'e, 

The wisest fool throughout a' Christendee, 

And baby Charles^ with his icy grace, 

And merry Rowlay with his gipsy face ; . 

And lastly, y«w<?j, the sour-mouth'd bigot ass. 

Who sauld three kingdoms for a. popish mass. 

And that old venerable, once-honour'd hall, 

Rang with the revels of that royal ball, 

In whom, gay-tripping down the sprightly dance> 

With the gay-gallantry of courtly France, 

The bonnie Prince in Gaelic tartan dress, 

Who tint his crown on bogs near Inverness, 

Led by the hand the flower of Scotland's dames ;^ 

And with the privilege of his rightful claims 

To hold levees did dauntingly aspire. 

Through exiVd absence of his throneless sire. 

And years had numbered near a long fourscore,^ 

A royal pageant glitter'd there once more,-— 

King Fum the Fourth^ the Bard in Don Juan 

So styled Europa's foremost gentleman, — 

AVith sumptuous royalty held a state levee 

And superb ball wi* Scotland's chivalrie. 

Restored old Mar his grounds and coronet. 

Made Scott, vain fool, a petty baronet, 
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Whom he prized more than his unmatched romances, 

And dubb'd a knight who ne'er broke tilted lances, 

Raebum, the painter of illustrious faces, 

Which summ'd the bounty of King Geordie'ft^ graces. 

How silent now, alas, those ancient halls — 

Feasts, masquerades, levees, and stately balls 

Are known no more. Victoria, Britain's Queen, 

" Like angels' visits few and far between," 

Her stay how brief, and in the chambers gray 

Holds with her court, alas, no levee-day. 

And ah, what stabs our injured honour more^ 

Shell to her Hielant palace tak' a tour, 

And wheel a circled route by Stirling brig, 

And shun Edina like a spotted plague. 

Auld Holyrood, though dingy now and gray, 

Its agM walls fast hastening to decay, 

As good a monarch it has lodged before, 

Why should Victoria, than, its courts ignore ? 

Such shabby treatment from our crownM Queen 

Stirs up the rancour of my jealous spleen, 

At least, to show a patriot's opinion 

'Bout that much-vaunted, poor ill-tinker*d union. 

Expound the evils from its measure sprung. 

Nor care a farthing though my speech be dung ; 

How we in dainties now like gourmands wallow. 

The consequences of our craftless folly 

On yielding up our ancient legislation, 

And honour stain'd by treach'rous degradation. 

England, the worst o' belly-cramming sinners, 

The gross contagion of her gusty denners — 

Behold how Scotland now, contaminated. 

With envious grienin' grown so addle-pated. 

At England seated like a glutt'nous hog 
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Stuffing her tripes and painches. — Scotland's cog 

Reeks wi' her parritch, and her timmer platter 

Groans with her haggis, — No ! tea-ipaskit water, 

Cann'd Yankee meats, wheat bread, outlandish sosses 

Her buirdly callants and her rosy lasses. 

Such fusionless fare, ill-suited to their nature, 

Is now shrinking to an impish stature, 

Blasting the damask on their rounded faces, 

Writhling the moulding of their shapely graces, 

Spotting the morals o* their amours smutty. 

Hiring the Geds' holes at the age o' thretty. 

A glorious peasantry was Scotland's boast, 

Her ruined hamlets show that glory lost ; 

But mixtie-maxtie, Southrons, Scots, and Paddies, 

A new-drawn net o' garvies, flounders, baddies. 

Skate, devilfish, or any other creature. 

Is welcomed now by Scotland's mean good-nature. 

No more to speak in metaphoric figures, — 

A pauper workhouse for outlandish beggars. 

Her name and honour rakit in the mools, 

To England's law a crouching slave she snools ; 

A petty province, no king-crowning nation, 

A shooting moor for each abomination 

Pat-wamed and blae-faced with a chuffy weason, 

Bagging her gorcocks in the grousy season. 

Her worship piebald with the rags of Rome. 

But stop, no more discordant strings to strum, 

Ye mongrel Scots, preach till your weasons crack, 

You cannot gloss the plain unvamish'd fact. 

That gold-sold union, bought by England's purse, 

Its soldering nothing but a sorry farce — 

It was, O! fools, your countr/s darkest curse. 

Yon Runic country where the ocean roars 



Description of a Jaunt to Auld Reekie. 149 

With dashing fury round her pine-clad shores, 

Although united with the Swedish nation, 

She show'd the judgment of a wiser caution, 

By the good statutes of her own laws owning, 

And Sweden's monarchs get a second crowning — 

Crown'd at Stockholm, at Christiania crown'd. 

From the wee Lapps down to the Danish Sound 

A mutual concord in the realms is found ; 

No jealous wranglings snap the happy tie, 

An honour'd league we Scotchmen might envy,— 

Our vaunted union Scotland's honour curst. 

My maledictions rest, and these the worst, 

Upo' the wretches who with withering jeers. 

And execrations dinning in their ears, 

Whom crafty England used like puppet-dolls, 

And to the devil sold their rotten souls, 

Skulk'd in a mouldy cellar stuff'd wi' barrels. 

And stripped Auld Scotland of her civic laurels. 

Not nervous Fletcher's patriotic fire. 

Nor astute Flockhart baulk'd their soul's desire ; 

Belhaven's speech the cowards met with jeers, 

Pooh-pooh'd the patriot, though he pled in tears 

And melting fervour of his honest tongue. 

To spare his country from th' inglorious wrong. 

The bart'ring trucksters squeamish crotchets waved, — 

Gold, England's gold, the dirty dogs enslaved ; 

Not Scotland's weal, but their ain scanty treasure, 

Made them traitors for the union's measure. 

What cared the miscreants tho' our Wallace fought, 

And with his blood Auld Scotland's freedom bought ! 

What cared the hirelings tho' on Bannock's plains 

Our Royal champion broke the tyrant's chains 1 

What cared the sneaks tho' Cameron's pious band 
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For Scotland's kirk a firm foundation fand ! 
Their chief Iscariot the dog Queensberry, 
Wha grudged Hell's boatman at the Stygian ferry 
The crossing fee. While forging Scotland's chains 
No Douglas blood boil'd in the caitiffs veins ; 
The bulkiest bribe the coward slave received 
To sell her freedom, what his sires achieved. 
Athole, the Hielant kite with raupish grippings, 
His fleekit soul a bag o' tailor's clippins, 
The chink o' gold transformed the shunting knave 
From a mock-patriot to a truckling slave. 
And that de'il's dunghill, sauUess Seafield's name, 
And Scotland groan'd to find subscYib'd a Graham ; 
Eleven gold soul-traps caught the little whole. 
And pois'nous stuff i^i Banff's weak4ionour'd soul. 
Glencaim, ah ! he clutch'd a bulky bag 
Of golden AnnaS) — had some devil's hag 
Shrunk his fause fingers, cifaz'd his craven soul, 
And saved the disgrace from the fatal roll 
Of vile-transmitting (dimm'd his honour's stam) 
His blurr'd escutcheon to the "good" Glencaim, 
Whose cheering counsels and bestowing hand 
Saved Burns from wandering on a foreign strand. 
But hold ! enough^ what more the harpies bagged 
Of bribing pelf and Scotland meanly tagged 
To England's tail I The treach'ry to unmask 
No more, my muse, be thine the ungracious task. 
Dark defamation, with his gallows-brand, 
On history's page has stamp'd-th' ignoble band, 
Whom Scotland blushes with indignant shame 
At the bare mention of each dastard's name. 
Brave little country, O! the damn^ pack, 
Betray'd and barter'd by the Judas smack 
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And golden bribes which England craftly gave, 

Enough to rous'd her Wallace fix)m his grave, 

The stalwart knight yclad in warlike graith. 

And chok'd the poltroons at their guilty aith, 

The treachery vile of double-damned Monteith. 

Now up the Ganongate, the royal way, 

We todt the route to see the castle gray. 

What lofty biggin's toVring in the sky, 

Like firwood rook'ries up aucht storey high, 

We curious scanned, and thank'd the powers aboon 

That we had housen farder from the moon. 

To sprachel puffless up to these heigh attics, 

O ! what a task for crippled eild's rheumatics, 

Fat corpulence with wiggle-waggle belly, 

Swall'd dropsy's stumps, and groping midnight ft>Tly. 

And grotesque windocks, stufTd with clouts and hats, 

From out whose casements lookd the wives and brats. 

So straggly fix'd without a drafted plan. 

Prim architecture wou'd have swoon'd -to scan. 

Poets, an outr^^ queer, eccentric pack^ 

On architecture turn their thrawart back, 

Think him a precise, fyky-temper'd fool, 

To plan so much by compass, square, and rule. 

Wad birsle science o^ the flaming faggots. 

For mocking Nature with his whhrly maggots ; 

H4s cranky flrehorse with its trucks and coaches, 

The poets threap the puffing monster poaches 

With harsh intrusion on its sleq)er'd road. 

Thro' unkamed nature's shaggy haunts abroad, — 

Though that arch-heretic in poesy's school, 

Kirkconnel's poet, with his pick and shool. 

Much-praised by L g, that editorial man, 

Chief of the babbling, cradle-rocking clan, 
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Babe-sonnet mongers, fsiugh, a slimy shoal 

Of croaking frogs that haunt the stagnant hole 

Of bombast nonsense, — Egypt's puddock-plague 

Ne'er scmmer'd more than they the typy league, 

To kill that ugly hag ca'ed superstition, 

Wha sometimes wish the scrawlers at perdition, 

Whose postscript notes to print the sautless batch 

Make newsy chiefs their perplex'd polls to scratch. 

The sair-fash'd folks maun print the precious stuff, 

Or else the rhymsters they are siure to huff. 

And O ! waesucks, if editors shou'd dare 

Basket the bantlings o' their baby lear, 

Us'd for the drop we dauma weel expose. 

Whose balmy smells wou'd shock Pandora's nose. 

The chagrin'd scribblers rave with threat'nings puny, 

How they maun stop the patronising penny. 

And shift their quarters to a rival sheet, 

For their poor work that cost sae meikle sweat. 

To be, O horror, on a printer's midden 

With yolkless shells and dead grimalkins trodden. 

The pinchbeck sheen of spurious base alloy, 

Gold-testing acids instantly destroy ; 

Yet so deluded each pretentious ass. 

What tomes of fustian through the press maun pass. 

And modem Tonsons, Constables, and Caves, 

To drudging authors sometimes, cheatful knaves, 

A wee suspicious of the settling cash, 

The cool wiseacres think the fools are rash ; 

And grudg'd by prudence such Quixotic schemes, 

What troughs of ink and damp'd octavoed reams, 

Type-setting fyke, space-packing, snappings gruff 

At inking devils, binders' gumming stuff, 

Packthread, goldleaf, calfleather, titling letters. 
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Even gill-gaug'd nipperkins o' brandy waters, 
As pricking spurs to speed the work betimes, 
Will be expended on these precious rhymes. 
And though fore-noticed in his weekly mag, 
That they, lame riders of the wing^ nag. 
To his print-mill with their rhyme-melders thirl' d, 
Mean to inflict upon the suffering world 
Their modest book o* jingling cradle-sang, 

That bumptious editor, Dundonian L g, 

Who in his news-sheet weekly blaws his trump, 
His puflf-reviews shall mak' the authors jump 
And strut like peafowl, swall like gobble-cocks, 
And think themselves, forsooth, not common folks. 
O ! eyeless Homers bard o' Trojan battles, 
Poetic old cock with thy comb and wattles. 
Crow thou no more. Hell-exploring Dante, 
Thou stinks o* brunstane, horrid wretch, avaunt ! 
What art thou, Shakespeare, with thy vast renown ? 
A ranting playwright. Burns, what art thou, clown ? 
An alehouse rhymster. Thou seraphic yj?^:;^ 
Four pippin-munchers formed thy epic's stock. 
Garrulous Chaucer, Canterbury tramps 
To Becket's tomb, illum'd by silver lamps 
And waxen tapers, o'er his worshipp'd banes 
Composed, old driv'Uer, thy tale-telling strains. 
O ! writhled atomies, shrunk shrimps. 
Dost hear the jangle o* thae baby-trumps. 
Wee drums, tin whistles, squeaking dolls and rattles ? 
Your old crack'd harps, Pan's pipes, Apollic chattels, 
Will be crushed piecemeal into fragments sma 
By cradle-bards a-hushing hed-a-ha. 
With sugar'd sunkets o' their goody muse, 
Jeris airn teeth, wee Winkles Hee Baloos, 



154 Description of a Jaunt to Auld Reekie. 

hxA JoukiedaidleSy fractious brats asleep, 
Makes thee, O Poesy, at the babblers weep. 
Retire disgusted to thy lone exile, 
A musing hermit on the Hantish isle ; 
Yea ! tear thy laurels with unbounded rage. 
At such decadence in a tuneless age, — 
Hard-headed fact has chill'd its fancy cold, 
And's sweetest music is the chink of gold. 
Again excursive in my rambling rhymes. 
By critics doubtless shall be kirsen'd crimes} 
But hold, ye manglers o* these hacking knives 
That murthef rhyme and sometimes authors' lives. 
And give me freedom and unbridFd scope. 
And from a hair-line I shall twist a ropew 
But jokes are trifles that your worships hate, 
The craz'd upholst'ry of a jester's pate ; 
Pronounce them such, so to my task again — 
'Twas something spleenful on the rumbling traim 
Ah ! yes, our bardie near the Kirtle water. 
Though I hae fauts I ne'er was prone to flatter, 
Though he sometimes in metaphor runs riot. 
Still envy sel' wad kirsen him a poet 
The banking navvy, clad in moleskin cloth, 
Lauds with unmeasured roose the snorting Goth> 
Glist'ning with grease and swart with smoky-grime. 
In the long-pole trot of Tennysonian rhyme. 
Crookless canals by poets, too, are scouted. 
For prosy Dutchmen think them only suited> 
Wha never had the semblance of a poet. 
Their dykit clime in glowing verse to show it. 
Brooks, forests, mountains, cascades, gorg'd ravinesj 
Woods, rivers, lakes, and oceanic scenes, 
These various lineaments of nature's features 
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Give pleasure more to these fastidious creatures 
Wha busk their ditties with poetic spangl6s, 
Than geometric tangents, cubes, and angles. 
So I, enamoured of the picturesque, 
And love the antics of the droll grotesque. 
Bound to the poets by a kindred tie. 
These quaint auld biggin's took my fancy's eye. 
But here a shadow passes o'er my hearty 
For no man's joy escapes the devil's parti 
Thou Hogarth, foremost on the scroll of fame, 
Stripp'd vice stark-nude, and show'd her ugly shame, 
Rubb'd from her glist'ning cheek the crimson rouge, 
Even out her blinkii^ eyes did barb'rous gouge, 
Making her frightful, plunder'd of her charms, 
To scare weak mortals from the harlot's arms. 
Had I, auld dauber, thy blunt caustic art, 
To paint on canvas with a choking heart, 
Rook'd in the Caliongate, the hideous dens, 
Upon the city's features festering wens. 
Rag-castles, haunts of gallows thieves and beggars. 
Pimps, wantons> dicers, coiners, thin^ibleriggers. 
But faugh, O horror, why sum up the whole ? 
Thou ne'er, O Hogarth, found in Hockley-Hole 
A blacker pack o' bawds and devil's factors. 
For thy Rakis Progress^ through thy beacon-pictures, 
On life's rough sea to youth a guiding glow 
From sucking-pools and wrecking rocks below. 
No ! such descriptions of unsightly vice 
In stinky dens of begg'ry, rags, and lice, 
And midnight orgies of Gomorrahean shame. 
To paint, O muse, would damnify thy fame. 
Thy printed musings yet may find their way 
Among fair dames attired in silk array, 
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And if thou gat the privilege of a reading 

Among these gentle folks of polish'd breeding, 

Entendres crawl thro' talk like beggars ' lice, 

And dainty dames have ears like flitter-mice, 

And would cry, " Stop, that is not very nice." 

Thou art not living in the times of Pope, 

When foul obscenity got ample scope ; 

For instance, Sterne seems with morals gnindy, 

To swill'd hog- wash to write his Tristram Shandy ; 

And Paddy Swift, the first of waggish wits, 

From his gross couplets shot some dirty hits ; 

But m. this age of shams and double faces 

Taste cleans our language from the smutty phrases. 

Creed-changing Dryden, with his epilogues, 

Would been pronounced the worst of naughty dogs ; 

His pimpish drams in our modest age 

Would be taboo'd and hooted from the stage ; 

Arcadian Ramsay smutch'd his Pannish sangs 

With smoutie stuflf that would have brought the tings 

Whack ! owre his back by nineteen-century taste, 

And growFd at Allan, " Fie, thou nasty beast" 

The seasons-describing Thomson most suspicious, 

Our modest prudes would think the bard was vicious. 

By his sweet-painting of the mythic story, 

The bathing-pool, the naked Musidora, 

Her ambush'd Damon gazing at her charms. 

Panting to clasp her in his glowing arms. 

And press her bare limbs, whiter than the snow, — 

O ! Jamie Thomson, Jamie Thomson, O ! 

O ! Canongate, thou grey-hair*d patriarch 

Of Reekie's streets, close vennels, alleys dark, 

How art thou pregnant with historic lore ! 

And sister-street that joins the castle hoar: 
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At Sellar's close the Cromwell Bartizan^ 

Where red-nosed Noll did from its attics scan 

The cannon'd warships of the Southron fleet, 

Who lay fast-anchor*d by the roads of Leith, 

While station'd near (the devil flag their hides) 

A cropp'd-poird squadron of his Ironsides ; 

And. the Kin^s Sanctuary , where misfortune's sons 

Find a snug refuge from the hunting duns ; 

And painting room and auld dwelling-place 

Of Scougall, limner of the goldsmith's face ; 

And Orkney's bishop stately mansion seen, 

Who tied the bands 'twixt Bothwell and the Queen ; 

KvA Jingling Geordiis smiddy, where was got 

His forging bellows and his melting-pot; 

And MollKin^s close, where Sinclair's ghosts were seen , 

And the Cape Club, where dropping in at e'en 

Dunedin's wits and gentle men of letters 

Us'd oft to break from circumspection's fetters, 

And social planted round the steaming bowl 

Enjoyment brighten' d each impassion'd soul — 

Toasts, repartees, politic-squibs, harangues, 

Puns, epigrams, bon-mots and bottle-sangs, 

Uproarious drove the merry nicht awa, 

E'en till the Tron clock chapp'd the hour o' twa, 

Tom Lancashire, the monarch of the core, 

For sword and sceptre twa steel pokers bore. 

And on his forehead wore a mimic crown, 

The celebrated merry-hearted clown. 

Who in the mad Dane play'd the sexton's part, 

The wonder-monger's hair-erecting art 

Oi necromancy Katerfelto play'd; 

And with the sweet voice of a country maid 

Sang that daft buckie, Rabbie Fergusson; 
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And Jacob Moir, and painting Runciman 
Sketched on the club-book at their elbuck laid 
The quaint cartoons the outer squad portra/d ; 
Cardrona's laird, for wit the wale o' cocks, 
And burglin' Brodie with his dicing-box, — 
Black infamy with virtue vamish'd o'er, 
The gallows-thief deceived th' unconscious core, 
At whose induction some wild wag did sketch 
The gibbet-drop which his ain craig did stretch ; 
And David Herd, who London's Cromek match'^l. 
By gathering ballets from oblivion snatch'd ; 
Gawn Wilson, souter and masonic bard. 
And Walter Ross with his auld coinage stored, 
Raebum, face-painter, and many witty. 
Facetious wags, eclat of Embro-city. 
And Niddr/s Wynd^ that timmer-fronted biggin', 
With numerous windocks and its giddy riggin', 
And quaint auld gables hanging grim and hoaiy. 
Had Ramsay's wig-shop in the lower storey. 
Below the roof-tree of that dingy hole, 
Hung with his basin an^ his barber's pole. 
The shepherds* poet sat and talk'd with Gay, 
Dress'd his bag-wigs, and mused his rural play. 
And the auld kirkyard of the Canongate, 
With mossy stanes engraved with ancient date. 
My bosom kindling with a frater glow, 
I on the sod did kneel with bar^d brow, 
And pluck'd a daisy from the grassy heap. 
Beneath whose turf the hallow'd ashes sleep 
Of Fergusson, the sprightly-witted bard, 
Who shot his rhyme-squibs at the City Guard. 
A simple stone directs the pilgrim's way, 
With epitaphic verse half-cull'd from Gray, 
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By Burns erected to a brother bard, 

Whose brief-life's portion was as cruel and hard. 

And doun the West Bow with its timmer-lands, 

There Major Weir's auld haunted biggin' stands 

Among the rickles o' four centuries eild, 

The eldritch-looking, quaint, fantastic bield, 

Its crazy turrets soar the highest ken, 

And the top-storey was the wizard's den, 

The godless wretch with his enchanted staff. 

Which on his errands aft he pack'd it aff, 

And superstition on her aith avows. 

When he was brunt it hobbled in the lowes. 

Skill'd by the devil in the sorc'rer's art, 

His name struck terror to the bauldest heart. 

No wife had he, but lived with sister Grizz, 

As black a witch as e'er the deil wad wiss. 

Auld Nickie Ben, the chronicles declare, 

Made frequent visits to the gruesome pair. 

Their awful revels with the Prince of Hell, 

Alas ! aks ! no human tongue maun tell ; 

The obscene orgies with their brunstane guest 

Wad shock'd with horror e'en the vilest breast. 

Sometimes was heard a madly-loupit reel. 

Sometimes the birr o' Grizzel's magic wheel, 

Sometimes, harsh-grating on the tortur'd ear. 

Blood-curdling laughter, horrible to hear, 

Whilk woke the neibours from their slumbers sound. 

And scaufd the watchman on his nightly round. 

Whilst weirdly shining on the silent night. 

The windocks bleez'd a strange uncanny light. 

And when the Tron bell struck the midnight hour. 

When sprites o'er mortals hae nae langer pow'r. 

For hospitality that pleased him well, 
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To tak the couple on a jaunt to hell, 

Out-popp'd the devil for his downward course — 

A flaming coach yok'd to a headless horse, 

And for a coachman cock'd a goblin deil, 

Adown the narrow wynd did speedy wheel, 

With rumbling fury -shaking kirk and spire, 

Then sudden vanish in a flash o' fire, — 

And wives glower'd out and instant swarf d wi' fright. 

And men cried "Save us" from the awfu' sight. 

And James the Fourth rode up his foolish way 

Upon that street for Flodden's fatal fray, 

The lion-ramp' d banner fluttering in the breeze. 

And on the helmets danc'd the morning rays 

Of arm'd warriors in their monarch's train. 

Who went, alas ! but ne'er return'd again. 

And archer-youths — so fair the Forest flowers, 

No fairer rang'd Apollo's Delphic bowers, — 

Lay strew'd and wither'd on the bloody mould, 

As Eliott's ballet has immortal told. 

And up that thoroughfare, in dust and tears. 

Rode Mary, captur'd by her brutal peers, 

AVhilst at her cried the incensed rabble throng 

Foul epithets, and curses deep and strong. 

Inhuman wretches, they might pity gi'en 

The 'fenceless woman tho' a guilty Queen. 

Carberry Hill was fought that fatal day. 

And with it pass'd, poor Queen, her pow'r away; 

For soon the sceptre of her high command 

Was rudely wrench' d from her unwilling hand, 

No more on her kind fortune seem'd to smile, 

A lonely captive on Lochleven's Isle. 

But stop, no Scot but doth her story ken — 

Her fatal route on Langside's bloody plain, 
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In southron dungeons doom'd how long to pine 

By England's queen, so near in blood and kin. 

On her life's drama let the curtain fall — 

The heading scene, the last sad sight of alL 

And up those plainstanes pass*d the great Montrose, 

But no steel bonnet on his fenceless brows. 

High on the death-cart like a felon bound. 

With death before and furious foes around, 

Led by the doomster in a hideous mask, 

And grim axe shoulder'd for his ghastly task, 

Slow to the Water-gate, on gibbet high 

Doom'd soon, alas ! a traitor's death to die. 

His lion features show'd no craven fears. 

Though coarse insults were thunder'd in his ears ; 

And friends look'd on with admiration's gaze. 

And foes that came to mock remain'd to praise ; 

And great Argyle look'd on the mournful scene 

With chuckling triumph and distemper'd spleen. 

Short was the vengeance of his hateful gall, 

Doom'd soon himself near that same spot to fall. 

And on that night the tragic scene appeared. 

Jock Porteous, captain of the City Guard, 

Lodged in the Tolbooth with its bracket clock. 

The furious mob into his dungeon broke, 

Dragg'd from the chimla-gap th' shrieking wretch. 

And in their haste to gie his neck the stretch 

Rear'd no thief s gallows in its socket hole. 

But left him dangling from a barber's pole. 

Full-satisfied for smuggler Wilson's doom. 

Nor cared what wrath from monarch George would come. 

And down these steeps one day a ploughman treads, 

A massy plaid his brawny shoulders deeds. 

Wound round his chest and hangin' owre his croup, 

11 
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" Black flaming eyes" and plough-contracted stoop. * 

Who is the rustic stranger that sojourns ? 

'Tis Scotia's peasant-bard, immortal Bums ! 

Now mark his progress to that iron gate, 

His further actions curiously await 

A digging sexton hoary, bow*d with eild, 

Points to a stoneless grave. The bard has knecFd 

And bared his brow, adown his swarthy face 

Fast gush the tears, now clasps with close embrace 

The heaving mound. What means that capless brow, 

Those choking sobs, those tears that bursting throe ! 

That grassy turf where spring's sweet daisies grow, 

Cold, cold in death sleeps Fergusson below. 



Part Third. 



willywans, Mons Meg, for yoti« 
'Twas firin' cracked thy meikle moil'; 
What wrang mischanter gart thee spae . 

Baith gut and gaw, 

1 fear'd they bang'd thy belly fou 

Against the law. 

I seenil ne'er was gi'en to bannin', 
Bttt by my saul thon was a cannon 
Con'd hit a man tho' he*d been staam' 

On shire o' Fife, 
Sax lang Scots miles ayont Clackmannan, 

And ta*en his life.— 
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The Castle-Esplanade — Duke of York's monttment — Feudal tyranny, — 
The sleeping prisoner — Scenes from the castle described— Mons 
Meg — ^The Regalia — The Castle-hill — On Popish persecution — 
Allan Ramsay*s house — ^The Greyfriars churchyard — The Mound — 
On Queen Victoria — England's perils — The Antiquarian museum, 
its ancient antiquities, historic relics, &c. — Journey homewards — 
Conclusion. 

'T'HE Castle-Esplanade, the drilling square, 
-■" We stalk'd across, and found erected there 
Duke York's bronze statue in a Roman dress. 
The modelling sculptor was a bumptious 4ss, 
The courtly sycophant mistook the man, 
To mould his image on so fause a plan. 
Though kin to Bruce, enough his blood to grace, 
And rank'd his lineage with the Guelphic race, 
The Romans' tactics in manoeuvring war 
Ne'er graced his bosom by one silver star, — 
Kind-hearted Fred'rick's hudibrastic way 
Would ^ared his troops to fight another day. 
His tactless blund'ring at the siege Dunkirk, 
A barefaced fact that fiatt'ry cannot shirk, 
Made him the butt of every warrior's laugh, 
And the worst chief e'er sway'd the marshal's staff 
But though in war he play'd a bungling part, 
His name is cherish'd in each soldier's heart, 
Who through experience of their barrack-fare 
Prescrib'd one sixpence on their day-pay mair. 
For which the redcoats, grateful for the boon, 
Subscrib'd that statue, though a gross lampoon'^ 
To busk out so, O fiatt'ry how absurd, 
Th' unwarlike son of stuttering George the Thifd. 
We cross'd the bridge that spann'd the moated fosse. 
Whose stagnant waters, black as boggy moss, • 
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Once spawned swart-toads and speckled-bellied newts. 

From its green-mantled scum the slimy brutes 

Crept through the crannies of the dungeon-wall, 

And o'er the prison'd wretch did hideous crawL 

Now let us conjure to our fancy's ken 

That drear abode, that pestilential den : 

The couch of rotten straw, the dripping roof, 

The massy door, oak-timber'd, hammer-proof, 

The stapled chain, the rudely-scribbled scrawl 

Carv'd on the rough stones of the clammy wall 

Stretch'd on his pallet in that noisome sty, 

Perhaps he dream'd of home and liberty, 

And in the raptures of his sleeping bliss 

Flang out his arms his prattling child to kiss, 

Which, listless falling, O ! unconscious press'd 

A cold squat reptile seated on his breast, 

He shuddering waken'd with a fearful yell. 

Which echo'd weirdly round his vaulted cell. 

Now times are changed, the castle's moat is dry: 

No more the pris'ner with a weary sigh 

For freedom pants, — no more the gleaming axe 

Falls on the heading block, — the engine racks 

The cracking joints no more, — Victoria reigns, 

And Freedom lives throughout her broad domains. 

What matchless landscapes now we view*d afar. 

From off these ancient battlements of war. 

The task, how vain, my baffled musie tries 

To paint those scenes that charm' d our glamour'd eyes. 

The varying features of a landscape's face. 

Clad in the smiles of Nature's sweetest grace, — 

No fairer picture Thomson's graphic muse 

,0r Turner's pencil ever did produce, — 

Field, forest, mountain, ocean, lake, and stream, 
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So beauteous blended like a fairy dream. 

Far in the north the lofty Ochils rose, 

With Castle Gloom, brunt by the fierce Montrose, 

Rear'd on the mound their rocky base below, 

And cultured vales where Devon's waters flow ; 

And rising hazy on our searching eyes. 

Yon huge Benlomond kiss'd the western skies, 

And Stirling s carses with the Links of Forthy — 

More scenic beauty ne'er was found on earth, — 

Expanding broad till in the distance lost ; 

And the long vista of the Fifian coast. 

The steeps of Cu'ross, quaint old monkish town. 

Cake-toasting girdles gae*t a world's renown. 

The blue expanse of ForthcHs firith between, 

Fiird up the prospects of the northern scene. 

The distant Lomondsy we could dimly view 

Their purple outline in the orient blue. 

And Bass, grim-frowning with its prison-keep, 

Amid the waters of the spreading deep, 

And LammermoorSy a range of giant hills, 

Extending southwards like a mantle's frills. 

But since describ'd those scenes by other pens. 

Whose graphic beauty every critic kens, 

Scott's Marmion's view and Delta's pictured scene — 

Description's jewels of the purest sheen^ 

My muse, despairing, shifts her scenic skouth, 

To note the famed spots in the sunny south. 

There Pentlands heav'd their rocky cones of green. 

Sheep-nibbled dales, and spreading woods between ; 

Trac'd like a silver snake flow'd Esk among 

Those pastures famous in Arcadian song; 

And yonder lay Drumclogs auld battle-ground. 

Where hunted Whigs a breathing mercy found ; 
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And darkly-bosom'd in the beechy glen, 
The muses' haunt, romantic Hawthomden^ 
The Pictish caverns and the Cypress grave^ 
Where courtly Drummond musing loVd to rove ; 
And Roslyris chapel^ rich in Gothic art, 
The Prentice-pillar in its under part, 
With sculptured wreaths of stony flowers entwined 
The murdered lad so wondrously designed ; 
Craigmillar-castie, hung in ruins grey, 
And Hobbies Howe, the scene of Ramsay's play. 
And Caltofis hillock in the east was seen. 
Where Scotland's folly topp'd its summits green, 
And twa wee temples near its cliffy edge, 
For Coila's poet and Dunedin's sage, 
And Nelson's pile, cock'd on its rocky crupper, 
Shap'd like the spyglass of a Holland skipper. 
Whose buttress props the lang galvanic wire 
That doth at noon the castle's cannon Are 
With loud rebound, that heard the city through 
Ilk gash guidwife looks on her Dutch cuckoo. 
And pompous cits their gold repeaters scan. 
And his timepiece pulls out each artisan, 
Thus timely noting by the noontide-shol 
Gif their horologues Greenwich time hae got; 
And like a crouch'd lion o'er his bleeding prey. 
Rose Arthur^s Seat, with rugged forehead gray. 
With Muschefs cairn and the well of dool 
Low at his foot, with bubbling waters cool,^ — 
Tradition says the hapless ruin'd maid 
With broken heart beside it listless stray'd; 
And the ragg'd ruins of Saunt Anton's fane. 
Stuck on th' acclivities of ribbed stane, 
Look'd o'er the vale extending far belov. 



k 
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Whose cultured fields redundant harvests grow. . 

By foggy reek clad in a mantle gray, 

Before us spread, the Royal City lay, 

Whom Architecture's Greek-perfected art 

Adom*d with splendour every stony part : 

The ridgy street a forestry of stone, 

Saunt Gilei auld kirk topp'd with a stony crown ; 

The Senate-House^ where Scotland held her state, 

And Knox^s auld house near the Canongate, 

The Doric shaft with Melville's statue crown'd, 

The Grecian structures on the spanning Mound, 

With painting's trophies, sculpture's marble groups 

Of Greek gods, naked as swart Ethiqps, 

And old nick-nacks of antiquated eld, 

Like ChaidaiK:: slabs and Memphis' mummies shell*d ; 

George Heriofs hospice and the Dumbies^ Home^ 

The Royal Exchange House and the Postal dome^ 

TH P&lddian edifice^ its portico 

Corinthian-pillar'd with a frontal )row, 

Store of will4testaments, hetaldic lofre, 

And charter-parchments ; ^aced its front before. 

With marshal-staif that points his troops to lead, 

Duke Arthur's statue on a rearing steed, 

As sudden startled by th' exploding shell. 

Its shivering sinews big wi' terror swell, — 

Grotesquely-gamish'd with a monstrous nose 

His grace's phiz Spartanic rigour shows. 

The gruff court-martialing^ warlike autocrat, 

Dooming relentless to the flogging cat, 

The shotted knapsack's curple-achin' drill, 

Th' impris'ning black-hole, or the leaden pill, 

The culprit trembling to his marrow-bones, 

Portra/d so lifelike in the moulded bronze, — 
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The man who tore from Gallic despotism 

Its blood-stained wreath, and hurl'd to Hell's abysm 

Its world-grasping, million^rimed ambition. 

But come, my muse, on with thy tale's narration. 

For thy book-learning folks wont care a rap, — 

Historic tomes narrate th' exploits of Nap. 

And yonder gardens in the vale below, 

Where scatter'd trees their shady branches throw, 

And green shrubs intrude their sylvan part, 

As if fair Nature was the guest of Art 

And high-erected on yon esplanade, 

With tasteful walks, a healthfiil- promenade. 

Tome-printing Blacky chief of the lett'ring-band, 

His sculptured image stands with scroll in hand ; 

Modeird in bronze, the tiaveller Livingstone^ 

The great explorer of those tracts unknown 

To searching science near the springs of Nile ; 

Kit North! s bold statue, and the sumptuous pile. 

Built for the knighted Laird of Abbotsfordy 

Romance's oracle and epic-bard 

Of jousting chivahy — its matchless plan 

Designed by Kemp, the timber artisan, 

With spiry pinnacles and statuettes 

Stuck in its niches, and the statue sits 

Of Scott in marble with a musing lout, 

His stag-dog Maida couchant at his foot. 

Below the basement arches, modeled from 

Melrose's Gothic Abbey — Greece and Rome^ 

By sculpture hewn or architecture plann'd, 

Boast no pile more magnificently grand. 

The sceptred monarch on his glittering throne,. 

His brows encircled with a golden crown, 

The gartered knight, the coronett'd peer, 
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Expended much that gorgeous pile to rear, 
Though ivied Dryburgh keeps the poet's dust, 
Who deansed the sword of chivalry from rust, 
Sheath'd and unhandled since Drumossie-moor. 
The jousting fancy of his knightly lore 
PuflTd up the Tom-fools of escutcheon'd rank, 
But toiling poortith still a slave he sank. 
Yon pigmy structure on the Calton's brow, 
Reared for the holder of a plebeian plough. 
Though ill-contrasted in its stony bulk — 
Forbear O ! poortith, in the dumps to sulk — 
Scott lauds the impress on the golden coin. 
Burns makes thee, toil, an amethyst to shine 

Now hugely-mounted on her trunnion- car, 
Rude-solder*d engine of destructive wsu*, 
Mons Meg^ the monarch of the cannon race. 
High on the ramparts showed her ancient face. 
Unwieldy monster, she no rival owns. 
Tinkered and cooper'd by the smiths of Mons ; 
The molten runlet to the shaping sand 
For her formation knew no guiding hand. 
Auld hoary tim.e, the rude barbaric Turk, 
Since she was fashioned for her murderous work 
At Flemish Mons (though doubtful it appears), 
Has roU'd a cycle of four hun<Jred years. 
But now unfit a city's walls to sack, 
Poor Peggy sits a sadly-shatter'd wrack, — 
That day her breach the bungling pouther tore, 
The city shuddered at th' appalling roar. 
Her steeples shook as if an earthquake's throe 
Had rock'd the ground the pillar'd domes below ; 
From Fisherrow to RuUion's battle-ground 
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BelloVd that volley all the country round. 

Auld Reekie's town-folk stopped their loud acclaims 

While down her pavements rode the bigot James, 

As if out owre the world, so guilty grown. 

The Doomsday-trump its awful blast had blown. 

Though folks may brag o' nineteen-century guns 

That ding a bullet o' a hundred puns 

Out through the thickness of a castle-wa*, 

Though they were stationed nine lang miles awa, 

Auld Marget sits a strong-convincing proof 

That nocht is new below the warle's roof. 

Gie her exploded breach a gude repairin*, 

A peck o' pouther, scraps of lumber-aim 

Stap in her mou', S3me fire, ! fire awa — 

I think they'd crouch, the big-gun braggarts a', 

The limmer's route wad ding them maistly deaf; 

Her far-shot charge wad gie them ample prief, 

The diel hae't I sho'd say't wi' raucle bannin', 

That our auld sires cou'd mak, i' faith, a cannon. 

Now to a pile we took our eager way, 
And found, safe-station'd in its turrets gray, 
The oaken chest with clamping knoblets bound, 
Where the regalia of our sires was founds 
Sav'd at Dunnottar from the clutch of Noll 
By Grainger's spouse, the bold heroic souL 
Amid the roundlet of an iron cage, 
Crown-stealing Bloods to such a sturdy hedge, 
A circle-table bore a costly load : 
The silver sceptre and Lord Treasuret^s rod^ 
The sword of state that Pontiff Julius gave 
To James the Fourth, the foolish and the brave; 
The Gartens Collar with the George and dragon, 
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So like the sun god of the Greekish pagan 
Shooting the Python in the Delphic vale 
By bow-shot bolts, so runs the fabulous tale ; 
The Thistle's Bcuige^ the crowning ring of Charles ; 
And thick with rubies, amethysts, and pearls, 
Leaf-rimm'd and cross-arch*d with a rooded tap. 
In regal splendour sat the monarch's cap^ 
On a plush cushion with four comer-tassels, 
Endear'd and sacred to the land o' thistles, 
Whilk cost the Stuarts meikle dod and trouble, 
And made their kingcraft but a gilded bubble — 
E'en tragic death through its resplendent sheen. 
From Falkland's dungeon to the heading scene 
At Wolse/s palace, known in history's lore. 
Till snatch'd at last to clasp their brows no more. 
The grim death-grapple in the vault I spy. 
The bursting cannon and the shatter'd thigh, 
The stabbing tragedy at Beaton's mill, 
The bloody corse on Flodden's fatal hill, 
The broken heart at Falkland's palace gray. 
The headless trunk at castle Fotheringay, 
The sever'd head held by the grief-gray'd hairs. 
The bigot dying 'mid the church's prayers ; 

A crownless exile in a foreign land, 
Before me pass by thought's conjuring hand. 
• •••*••••• 
And from the rugged fortress seated high, 
Adown the slopes we now came loitering by 
The Castle-hilly where Satan's hags were brunt 
And Dollar's vicar made a martyr'd saunt, 
The red-cock crowing o'er his frizzled noddle. 
Expounded be the met^^horic riddle : 
The red lowes rising from the burning faggots. 
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'Heap'd round the stake by popery's barbarous bigots, 

Thou, Popery, now though bundled on the shelf, 

Made God a tyrant like thy savage self, — 

That Mercy's God thy martyring orgies back'd, 

O damned liar, and down the spirits packed 

Of roasted heretics to helFs perdition. 

No ! grovelling slave to gloomy superstition, 

The soul of Forest from the Castlehill 

Soafd to that God who shall thy doom fulfil. 

Yes ! tinsell'd strumpet, with thy boasting crow, 

That thy saint-worship and theatric show, 

Munching thy wafer-god, palm-creeching hires, 

Sin-spotted papists, purg'd in penal fires, 

Snatching the wretches from their fiery trouble, 

Dropping thy Aves with a mumbled gabble, 

Red-hatting thy cardinals, and tiaring thy popes, 

Gripping thy brace of keys (symbolic tropes), 

Hasping hell's hatches on bann'd heretics, 

Beird, book'd, and candled, — six and six and six 

Sum thy abhorrM name Shall not collapse. 

Prisoner of Patmos, thy Apocalypse. 

Doth it not tell, though allegoric glows 

Its mystic language, from the sea arose 

The ten-hom'd beast rode by the scarlet wh-re. 

With cupp'd abominations lipping o'er ? 

Doth not the burning of the bloody hag 

Point to thy downfall ? Popery, do not brag ; 

Time, the scene-shifter on the world's stage, 

Shall be th* expounder of the prophet's page. 

And hew thee down, like clumps of rotten timmer. 

Thou auld bead-numb'ring, roug'd, ill-morall'd limmer. 

Now slow-descending down the rocky steep. 

We spied, high-seated near th' embattl'd keep. 



Description of a Jaunt to Auld Reekie. 173 

Ramsay s quaint villa on the casUe-rocks, 

Shap'd like a tea-jar or a dicing-box, 

That through the clumps of straggled alders peeps, 

And o'er a landscape far unrivall'd sweeps, 

The outr^ biggin' on its rocky stand — 

Some odd-fish architect fantastic plann'd. 

Auld Reekie's wagwits at the structure stared. 

And to a goose-pie waggishly compared 

7^ Pocfs nest^ where Allan, canty man. 

With hoarded cash his trading tactics wan — 

From toupet-wigs dress'd on his barber's block 

With crisping-tongs, and from the old book stock 

Sold at his famous shop near Niddr/s wynd. 

And though his playhouse, through the clergy's grind 

Of orthodoxy, took a gulfing claut. 

Yet had enough — his public life he quat, 

And with quaint Penicuik from time to time 

Talk'd oi belles-lettres y snuff 'd, and gabbled rhyme; 

Supp'd with gay Elibank, the witty wag. 

From the spic'd stuffing of a haggis-bag. 

Gave oyster-suppers to his brother-wits, 

And plajr'd high jinks with EnhrugHs pursy cits. 

So lived and died, with pelf-provided ease. 

The only poet that fortune seem'd to please, 

Below the roof-tree of the rounded riggin' 

Of his romantic, quaint-constructed biggin' — 

Retiremenfs sanctum and the muses' seat. 

Where hundreds pilgrims point their curious feet, 

Lured by the glamour of the first pastoral 

That firom Theocritus did pluck the laurel, 

Pope's patch'd shreds of pagan mythics dang, 

And Maro's fame to Lethe's keeping fiang. 

Greyfriat^s churchyard^ — amid its tombs we saw 
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The pillar'd stane, stuck in the mouldy wa', 

With moss o'ergrown, which time neglects to cuH, 

And hewn the sandglass and the grinning skull — 

Death's metaphors, — and wee wing'd cherubs' heads, 

Tropes of the soul. The curious stranger reads 

The rude inscription : " Here the martyrs sleep 

Who did the League and Solemn Covenant keep." 

And in the precincts of that ancient ground, 

I kenn*d, inscribed, some poets' names are found, 

So fain would wander' d by the moundy heaps, 

And found the spot where George Buchanan sleeps, — 

Droll-witted George, who teach'd with skelping thong 

The royal whelp from Banquo's lineage sprung, 

Who though a pedant when he spoke and wrote, 

SnulTd out the treach'ry of the Powder-plot^ 

Shook like an aspen-leaf at martial steel. 

And bum'd old hags coUeaguin' with the deil ; 

And was desirous, with a hungering crave, 

To stand uncapp'd at Allan Ramsa/s grave^ — 

Allan, Pan's poet, the ¥ritty and the gay. 

Who put no bombast in his shepherd's play, 

Yea 1 had more gumption in his musing pow 

Then make Greek gods herd sheep at Habbie's Howe. 

We reach'd, expanded on the bridging Mound, 

77C Athenian dome^ with couchant sphynxes crowned. 

The uncouth sculpture of the mystic land 

O'er which the Pharaohs held supreme command ; 

And rear'd aboon the pillar'd portico. 

Which made us lift the bonnet from our brow, 

Colossal moulded on a stony throne, 

Her forehead girdled with a mural crown, 

And orb and sceptre, sat with stately grace 
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Our peerless Queen, the Niobe of our race. 
O ! good Victoria, Queen, we bid thee hail ! 
No despot thou to make our freedom quail 
With apprehension for her chartered rights ; 
Thy halcyon reign hath no corruptive blights ; 
No pride hast thou — the lowly peasant maid 
More lowly thou. Samite, gold-laced brocade 
And sable-tufted ermine, massy robes. 
Crowns fleur-de-leur'd, chased sceptres, rooded globes, 
Badg'd-garters twinkling with sapphiric stones, 
And purple-canopied escutcheon'd thrones, — 
Such paraphernalia of a monarch's sheen 
Are not the~attributes that make thee Queen. 
No 1 stem-eyed justice with her scales and rod, 
Black-stoled religion kneeling to her God, 
Tear-dropping mercy with her wailing moan, 
Chaste-mann^i'd virtue with her virgin zone, — 
These are the ornaments that grace thy throne. 
But hear me, England, in these perilous times: 
Are not these spots on thy fair mantle crimes- 
Crimes that shall sink thee, though thy crest be curFd 
Above the thronM powers which rule the world ? 
Thy tradeless workshops and thy shipless docks, 
The low percentage of thy banking-stocks, 
Declare, alas ! as plain as chalk and keel, 
With thee no more the cheated nations deal. 
A doubting ^^dlaugh, and a fause Pamell, 
Have changed thy senate to a squabbling hell ; 
To democracy gives thy sovereign's rule. 
And with the charity of a craftless fool 
Hogs to thy breast the poisonous asps of Rome ; 
And Atheism, soul-devouring gnome. 
Thou strews fresh roses in the mcmstefs way, 
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Who like a cepharpod or stinging-ray 
Benumbs the lingering piety in thy souL 
Unless repentance, England, makes thee whole, 
Behold ! the doom of old empiric powers : 
The rocking ground engulf d old Babylon's towers ; 
Libidinous Sodom smoked in Tophet's fire ; 
• The sea-waves gulfd the dye-famed marts of Tyre; 
Athens, the empress of the Pagan world, 
Crumbles to ruin ; Time Palmyra hurl'd 
On drear Arabia's sands, a pillared wrack ; 
Through Baalbei^s ruins prowl the jackal pack ; 
Goats crop the herbage on the fire-crack'd stones 
Of Diarls temple ; melancholy moans 
Hot-breath'd Eurus through the tombs of Thebes ; 
Rome's burn'd-out populace, rich cits and plebes, 
Beast Nero hoax'd, and with suspicious dread 
The pious followers of a sinless creed 
Th' embruted monster broil'd in pitchy skins ; 
So Rome, unshriven of her scarlet sins, 
Awaits a doomful judgment England, beware ! 
Long-suffering justice yet her arm may bare, 
Indignant throw the balance from her hand, 
And with God*s judgments smite thee, guilty land. 

O ! roast-beef mincing, claret-gulping Grose, 
With what keen-bright'ning round thy blouzy nose. 
Such curious stuff to glut thy curious e'en, 
Gab-gaping wonder on thy face would been, 
And reverently would glorified the care 
Such hoary lumber, musty-smelling gear, 
Dropped from the hand of time, had hoarded proof 
By oaken doors, strong walls, and stony roof, — 
The barbarous Goths, who to the winds would cast 
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Such rare mementoes of the glorious past. 

Age-safiron'd watches, large as larum-clocks, 

Prodigious keys, and monster dungeon-locks ; 

The pond'rous bunch of Mary's prison-pile, 

Found in Lochleven near its castled isle 

By some young lad while wading near the shore — 

The locking graith, with red-rust crusted o'er, 

That night young Douglas, with the Queen afloat, 

Flang owre the gunwale of the speeding boat. 

While loudly rang the castle's rousing bell, 

And shots rang out that near them sca'thless fell, 

As garrulous Scott can in his Abbot tell. 

And Mortotis Maiden, with its heading-blade, 

Load for the death-stroke with a clump of lead, 

Hung by a pulley on the crossing-beam, 

Whilk rush'd that hour with keenly-whetted gleam, 

And in the sawdust stretch'd the headless trunk 

Of its own founder ; and remorseless sunk 

Through Guthrie's neck, the great Argyle, and more 

Of Scotland's saunts who to her Covenant swore. 

The Pilliwinks, whose screw-descending rack 

Squeez'd flat the thumb, and made the bone to crack ; 

Those bloody wolves, back'd by the bigot James, 

Whom Scotland swoons at their detested names. 

Used with the hideous boot on young Mackail, 

To wring confession's rebel-naming tale ; 

And comely Renwick, last with those to claim, 

Religion's heroes, worthy of the name. 

The mart)n:'s crown, who dared tyrannic power. 

To save their faith in Scotland's darkest hour. 

Now from these engines o' grim death and dool : 

The Tron's auld kaM-mit, Jenny Gedde^ stool, 

Tradition tells the grand auld Scottish dame — 

12 
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O ! had we more in this weak age the same — 

While Prelaqr in Scotland's Kirk wad store 

Her whistle-kist, and croon her service o*er, 

Flang with fierce fury at the surplic*d dean : 

" Deil colic thy thiefs guts," roar'd heroic Jen, 

" Wilt thou say mass at my lug, thou fause loon 1 " 

The creepie flew, the prelate dookit doon, 

And't very nearly cracked his reverend croon. 

And Knox^s rostrum^ crazy aiken rickle, 

And it were brunt 'twad mak the papists keckle ; 

For preaching in*t with anatheming thunders, 

Our Scotch Boanerges near-hand dang'd 't to flinders 

With hammering fists, till roupit gat his hass, 

His trumpet-blast against Queen Mary's mass. 

The Whigs' auld flag that flaff^d at Bothwell Brig, 

The parchment-scroll of Scotland's Solemn League, 

Scotch siller merks, auld placks, and copper bodies, 

Stamp'd with the thistle and our monarch's noddles. 

From Pictish Kenneth's rough kenspeckle phiz, 

Down to Dutch Billy with his monstrous gizz ; 

The Hielant reiver's pistol-guardit spleughan, 

Famed red-hair'd Rab, wha won'd by huge Benchochan ; 

And Burns's pistols he to Maxwell gave 

When on the brink of his untimely grave, 

Whilk in his rounds the gauger-poet bore 

To scaur Dutch smugglers from the Carrick shore. 

The hom-lanthron and the ring of keys, 

So featly used, or else tradition lees. 

By that arch-knave, notorious Deacon Brodie, 

Hang'd at the Lucken-booths by Ketch's woodie. 

With boon companion of his robber-band, 

Dropp'd from the bolt-hatch his ain genius plann'd. 

Lochaber-axes of the City-Guard, 

The stringless harp of some Hibernian bard, 
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The sword and sceptre — twa steel kitchen-pokers — 
Used at the Cape Club by the droll king-mockers ; 
And Selkirk's sea-chest, famous Bob Crusoe, 
The schoolboys* hero, wrote by Dan de Foe — 
His strange adventures on the desert isle, 
His cat, poll-parrot, goatskin umberell. 
And black-man Friday — Stop thy prating tongue, 
And get thy nick-nacks in description strung ; 
Thou garrulous muse, what dost the reader care 
What thou can flaunt of lugless Dannie's lear? 
And twa chain-fetlocks, fox'd with spots of rust, 
That bound the loins and naked ankles fast 
Of British prisoner in the barb'rous poVr 
Of that swarth brute, Ethiopian Theodore ; 
Bronze tripods, lamps, and other curious wonders. 
From Pompeii, candied in Vesuvian cinders ; 
And kisted mummies frorai the tojnbs of Thebes, 
Wrapp'd in gumm'd cerements from Egypt's webs ; 
And mystics painted on the sheathing-shell 
That would perplex the wisest s^e to spelL 
Mummies from Thebes ! my gcene-describing muse. 
Here ground for thee to let thy maund'rings loose, 
Though Smith's deaf mummy in Belzoni's show 
Heard not the poet's fine rhetoric flow. 
Speak to a mummy, speak to stanes and stocks ! 
Go on, my muse, thy lover only jokes. 
The iron branks that gagg'd the doukit scold. 
The wooden stocks that did the ankles hold 
Of drunken tinkers, thieves, and sturdy beggars; 
Boss'd Hielant shields, skene-dhus, and rusty daggers, 
Horse-pistols, firelocks, guns, crossbows and arrows ; 
And chapless skulls exhumed from Pictish barrows, 
Flint arrowheads, stone axes, cists and querns; 
Rust-crusted spurs, wolf-traps, and Roman urns ; 
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Steel->crested caps, mail sarks, and knuckled glaives ; 

Rude brazen necklets used on feudal slaves ; 

A sedan-chair, whilk in't the Donalds bore 

Wig-pouther*d bucks and pretty belles of yore 

Through Reekie's streets, by famous Simpson gi'en. 

Whose wondrous ether plucks the sting from pain ; 

The creepie-stool on which repentance sat 

For the lewd-getting of a bastard brat ; 

Mandarian mantles, trimm'd with golden lace. 

The Provost's furr'd gown and the civic mace, 

A battle-axe found near the Gillies' Hill, 

And Surrey's bow-bolts near the banks o' Till. 

But stop, my musie, such prosaic wark ; 

Would'st be degraded to a rouping dark 

By cataloguing musty-fusty stuff? 

No; stop, my muse, thou's catalogu'd enough. 

'Twad be again owre lang a tale to tell 

How we Dunedin bade a long farewell. 

Our shoreward journey in the Granton train. 

Our steamboat crossing o'er the frith again, 

Our long cape-doubling round the Junction station. 

Our late arrival in a tired condition, — 

Though our Ufe's cup had got some sweet ingred'ents, 

Pleas'd with ourselves, pleas'd with the day's proceedin's. 



I 



EPISTLE TO DUNCAN STEWART, 

BLACKSMITH AND POET. 

As yonder stars their aerial courses roll, 

So friendship bums and warms the social soul ; 

When fortune smiles, the fickle-temper*d dame, 

The glare of gold can ne'er outshine its flame ; 

When fortune smites, no change doth friendship know. 

But gives its aid to mitigate the blow. 
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TT OW fends my auld freen, honest Duncan, 
•*■ ■*■ And art thou still Castalia drinkin'? 
Thou'll aiblins think our friendship's sunk in 

Oblivion's pit, 
But while life's fire there is a spunk in 

I'se no forget. 

Now sax lang years auld Time's devour'd 
Since first thy friendship I secur'd; 
Thy rude, rough-ready wit allur'd 

My youthfu' heart, 
And wi' thy comp'ny ne'er was sour'd, 

But laith to part. 

Aft to thy auld black gruesome smiddie, 
Frae makin' meal for brose and crowdie, 
I've strachled up the wood-fringed roadie 

And met thee there, 
And never fand thy life-stream muddy. 

But rippling clear. 

And cracks we had, my rhymin' brither, 
In Mendly glee wi' ane anither ; 
Impromptu blauds as rough as heather 

Aif-hand we penn'd; 
And yet shall we, though far frae ither, 

In friendship blend ? 

But wheels o' time hae onward rattled, 
And mony ills since syne we've battled ; 
Auld Scotland's muse I've coax'd and pettled 

As ye may see, 
And up her auld grey harp I've kittled 

Wi* tunefii' glee, 
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On winged Pegassus, swift shankit, 
Whose hoofs on prose's plain's ne'er clankit, 
Half up Parnassus steeps I've spankit 

And view'd its caims, 
And fame e'en hints I'se yet be rankit 

Among her bairns. 

O laurell'd Fame, bewitching kimmer. 
That like the spunkie's wand'rin' glimmer 
Owre black moss-bogs thy cantraip glamour 

Poor bards decoy, 
Till starVd thro' thee, thou faithless limmer, 

They sink and die. 

What soul-perplexing toils and troubles 

The bard maun brave wha blaws thy bubbles, 

And thole the canker'd critics' sctribbles 

O' mangling blethers, 
Whom nowt or naigs in b3n:es or stables 

Micht own for brithers. 

The ruthless pack ne'er care a spittle 
How sair they use dissection's whittle : 
O deil, grip thou the murth'ring cattle 

By hip and hough. 
And heave them owre to roar and sprattle 

I* thy het lough. 

Poor Whitis crush'd hopes for vengeance yell, 
Then, deil, baud up thy meikle flail. 
And skelp the wretches tooth and nail 

Till ance ye sweat, 
And dish them up thy brunstane kail, 

Red-reekin* het 



Epistle to Duncan Stewart. 183 

And gentle KeatSy crush'd doon by Gilford, 
Jist as the rose and nettle differed, 
A poet's martyrdom he suffered 

Thro' that critique ; 
So let, O deil, auld Giff be buflfer'd 

Thro* brunstane reek. 

The Bard of MorelancPs lonely meres. 
Whose verse the dress o' Nature wears. 
Was forced to thole the critics* jeers 

Wi* patient soul ; 
So pitch them, deil, clean heels owre ears 

In thy slough-hole. 

Some Embro scribes o* wills and charters 
Gae Byron's muse sic cauldrife quarters. 
That he disdain'd the spunkless martyrs 

O' prose and verse, 
And bauldly faced the critic Tartars 

Wi' tousie birse. 

O ! Geordie cam' out o' his buckie, 
Sair flisterin' like a clockin'-chuckie, 
r faith he made their hurdles yeuky. 

And deil mak' matter, 
Nae auld doup-skelpin' randie Luckie 

Cou'd sair'd them better. 

Wi' satire's nine-tail'd cat provided, 
Lest his revenge sho'd been misguided, 
And miss the viper that derided 

His injured page. 
On bards and critics he divided 

His equal rage. 
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Sair Southey wail'd his gash'd romaunt, 
The sodger-wench Duke Bedford brunt, 
Bowles howVd a torture-measured chaunt 

Extinguished total, 
Bemoan'd the pangs described by Dante, 

Poor Amos Cottle. 

Bland Wordsworth gat a random whack, 
Pye stuttering Geordie's laureate-hack 
Shriek'd and claw*d his skelpit back 

Wi' bitter pain ; 
Grahame's pious muse, alack! alack! 

Gat mercy nane. 

Wee Jeffrey scratched his civic wig. 
Brougham frae his laurels tint a sprig, 
Scott danc'd a metaphoric jig 

Thro' his lash'd lear ; 
The bard near Black Balgownie's brig 

Had swinged them sair. 

Had poets more o' Byron's bellum, 
To cowe ilk blustering critic skellum, 
And strike out like a tinkler blellum 

Baith left and right, 
When they thro' envy try to quell him 

Wi' cank'rous spite. 

O ! bonnie, blythe nine-numbei'd lasses, 
Adom'd wi' Nature's gifts and graces, 
Wha haunt the groves by steep Parnassus, 

Ye little ken 
What poets thole frae college asses 

And warly men. 
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Their laurel-wreaths wi' berries ruddy, 
And glossy leaves a' soiPd and duddy, 
Trod i' the mire by critics bloody 

O' learning's school, 
'Maist drive them to the hangin'-woodie 

And drowning pool 

Rich cits the painter's wark may buy it, 
But on thy hapless head, O ! poet, 
Frae cruel fortune goes the fiat 

Beyond abortion ; 
Starvation, passion, woe, unquiet, 

Thy cursed portion. 

O ! ye sae cautious, douce, and sage. 
Your God this warle's perplexing stage. 
How can your sordid fancy gauge 

The toil and care 
Which cost the bard to form each page 

O' rhymed lear? 

Lured on by fame, deceptive limmer. 
Behold him scribblin' in his chaumer, 
Beside his taper's ghostly glimmer. 

Till night's last hour, 
While you lie stretch'd like logs o' timmer 

And sleep secure. 

Wi' midnight rakes he ne'er shall squander 
His hard-eam'd cash, but pensive wander, 
To muse on Nature's pow'r and grandeur, 

His lonely way, 
" Adown some bonnie bum's meander " 

At twilight gray. 
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While by he walks wi' aspect gentle, 
His gait shall tak' a timorous wintle, 
And's choking heart indignant dunt well 

To painfu' see 
Some nameless puppy twist his gruntle 

Wi' mockrife glee. 

Alas ! sma sympathy hae they, 
The stalking lumps o' learless clay, 
What either bards or sages say 

In wreat or print ; 
Their dimly-darken'd mental ray 

Sees naething in't. 

" What moonstruck fools ! O stupid craze. 
To stint themsePs o* meat and claes 
By blethers strung in sangs and plays," 

The worldling cries, 
While a' his love on gold he lays, 

O I wise, wise, wise ! 

Plays, epics, odes, lampoons, epistles. 
Saw them a crap o' Poortith's thistles, 
A plackless pouch, a coat in tassels 

And sarkless back. 
Till crushed at last, like shells o* mussels. 

In ruin's wrack. 

Of a' the many hapless wretches, 
Wha on his rack misfortune stretches. 
There's nane o' them in misery matches 

The tuneful gang, 
Wha clink the wild poetic catches 

In deathless sang. 
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But, while kings leave frae warlike ruptures, 
Intent on seizin' crowns and sceptres, 
A legacy o' bluidy chapters 

For history's pages, 
The poets leave their rhymM raptures 

To charm a' ages. 

Tho' ills stick to the bard like burrs. 
And care the deeply-markit furs 
Ploughs on his brow — ayont the stars 

Fate yet may bless him. 
Where brainless coofs and critic-curs 

Nae mair shall fash him. 

In some sweet land o' birds and flowers, 
O' tinkling brooks and fadeless bowers. 
And woman's beauty guiltless lures 

'to love and pleasure, 
Wi' joy he'll spend th' uncounted hours 

The fullest measure. 

In this cauld warle man's works of art 
Can bring nae joy the poet's heart, 
While selfishness his icy part 

Still cauldly plays. 
And Defamation's poison'd dart 

Still wounds and slays. 

And grim oppression grinds the slave 
Down to cauld Poortith, and the knave 
Wins Fortune's smile \ a. nameless grave 

Worth often finds, 
And Discord parts to scold and rave 

The best o' friends. 
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But, Duncan, lad, am gaen asklent 
To plague thee wi' this scauldin' rant 
On critic-tykes, wha weel are kenn*d 

To bark and bite, 
While pickin* out ilk flaw and want 

In authors' write. 

Ne'er mind the critics' beldam clatter, 
The muse, my freen, let's skelp aye at her, 
Shell gie us joys o' the first water, 

Mau: worth I wist 
Then a' the gowden chaps that glitter 

In purse or kist. 

Farewell, thou best o' Vulcan's fellows, 
Lang may thou blaw thy roaring bellows ; 
Tho' there be many depths and shallows 

In life's dark stream. 
Still glide thee onward, like the swallows, 

Wi joy supreme. 

Thro' fortune's changes kind and thrawart. 
By sic a friend as warm as thou art. 
And I can swear thou hast a true heart, 

I here insist 
To write the name o' Duncan Stewart 

First on the list 
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WHIGS AND TORIES, 

AN ADDRESS TO THE KIRK AND STATE. 

/^OME, laurel-brow'd Poesy, frae Helicon's waters, 

^^ And staw frae thy god-sire, thou flower of his daughters, 

His bolt-shooting vengeance that shoggled Olympus, 

And aid me rouse up a randy-tongue* s rumpus. 

To gie a bit shog to auid monarchy's seat. 

And kick up a stour in the Kirk and the State. 

I ken acquiesce to the task thou shalt grunt, 

And aiblins thou*iI deem it a barefaced affront, 

For politics* bed-pot suspicious thou thinks. 

The more it is rummaged the fouler it stinks, 

And, faith, thou'U think twice ere the Kirk thou shall heckle. 

Lest in the red lowes wi' the faggots thou'll crackle, 

And packit off strauchtly a heretic thou, 

By bell, book, and candle, to Homie below. 

But courage, O ! Poesy, wi* satire's attacks— 

Rome's dogs now are muzzled, and treason's death-axe, 

A grim ghastly relic o' despotic ages. 

No longer leaves blots on our historic pages ; 

So lay by thy harp and thy aiten Pan-whistle, 

And hae wi' the billies a close-fisted tussle. 

Come, first on the Whigs let us siccarly start, 

Wha now in the Parliament play the first part, 

Wi' loud bragging-triumph the carles are flush'd. 

And their foes to the refuge o' censure hae rush'd — 

The tinkler-tongued blellums but scandal each ither, 

And a' dirty tykes and deil's thairms thegither ; 

And troth they speak truth on ilk sland'rous occasion, — 

Bad-coinage, I doubt them, aff palm'd on the nation 
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Wi' conscience place-hunting, sae raxin' and spacious, 

That folks o' their honour get cursM suspicious. 

Creesh the gear-grabbing loof wi' the Queen's yellow mintage 

O' a house-owning burgess, 'twill be an advantage, — 

The soul-selling bait o' the devil's sklate stanies 

May send up their squireships to honour Saunt Steenie's — 

To the chink o* the siller what mortal is proof 

Tho' fyled wi' the touch o' the deil's cloven hoof? 

O ! Gladstone, thou master of hot declamation, 

Conspicuous thou'd shone in auld Rome's legislation. 

By logic, rhetoric, I'll honestly own it, 

Thou'd rived aif the laurels frae Cicero's bannet 

Thou glib-gabbit chief o' the crouse Whigamores, 

State-surgeon appointed to heal Britain's sores 

She gat frae the Afghans and bare-naked Zulus, 

So keenly sarcastic and bitter as Bolus, 

Come pour out thy speech by the lang Scottish ell, 

On the fauts o' the Tories wi' pleasure dwell ; 

Complain that thou left them, by scraipin' and pinchin*. 

E'en flang in uncall'd for thy primiership's pension, 

An undebted sax-million'd groanin' exchequer. 

*Twas a blunderbus load wi' a percushion'd trigger, 

Whilk the madcaps did use in their rashness Quixotish. 

But not for the brats o' the assigai'd British 

Thy blurs wi' thy weeping thy nose-arching lenses, — 

*Twas, — ^horror, 1 horror, — the cursM expenses. 

Thou prudent cash-spender and feller of timmer. 

And lug-charming wizard by or'tory's glamour, 

Translator of Homer and ode-singing Horace, 

Come be to the Court folk a wee kennan sourish. 

And laugh at the crownet on Benjamin's brow 

And Garter that sparkles his knee-cap below. 

Say, had thou but ha'en the same rule o'er the Queen, 
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Unempress'd the dusky Hindoos would hae been ; 

Undoubted imperial power is a curse, 

But a grovelling time-server's a thousand times worse. 

And O ! thou'rt sae gude wi* thy free toleration, 

If Beelzebub was a Whig politician, 

And he to the Tories wad set the cauld shouther, 

Thou'd own him at once as a friend and a brother. 

Full-seated the sceptic wi' democrat laurels, 

The miuth'rer of souls and assassin of morals, 

Confronts now the senate wi' visage of brass ; 

Thou beggit unsworn the reptile to pass. 

What mattered, O I Billie, his sceptical lore, 

If he held back the Tories from pension and pow'r ? 

What mattered tho* morals were trod in the mire. 

And innocent youth by unbridled desire, 

Life-blighted and withered, sho'd die like a flower ; 

And the cry of despair in the dark-dying hour 

Of the God-doubting wretch, if Bradlaugh but stand 

An adamant prop to thy Radical band. 

But tho' thou art lifted the Tories aboon, 

Yet mankind are fickle, and change like the moon ; 

They'll laud thee to-day with a demigod's praises, 

To-morrow in mock'ry thy effigy bleezes. 

Auld Scotland of late press'd thee close in her arms, 

Bewitch'd by thy grand oratorical charms, 

Thou flattered her Whigs wi' thy politic lear, 

And they gied thee, O Gladstone, baith honour and gear ; 

Belly-timmer thou gat frae a' parts o' the country 

Wad stockit wi* plenty a towmond thy pantry : 

Frae Largo to Luss, frae the Spey to the Teviot, 

Scotch rat-killing Dinmonts, brose meal, and Glenlivet, 

Finnan peat-kippered fish, butter-kits and ewe-kebbucks, 

And aiblins the itch and a cleckan o' grey backs. 
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Thou gat frae the Scotch as a national mementa 

Now Scotland regrets e'er the day that she kenn'd ye, 

The auld glamoured fool opes her e'en to her error, 

She sees fast-approaching, wi* soul-quaking terror, 

The seven-hiird harlot wi* soul-damning potions. 

The jumble of creeds, and the mildew of nations, 

The night-hag that rides on the dream of Reform, 

And O 1 thee to gie her a welcome sae warm. 

We ken thou can shift like the cock on a steeple. 

And thraw round the rudder o' politics* ship well. 

Write heretic pamphlets on Papal decrees, 

Now bend to the Pontiff idoFtry's knees. 

And O ! thou for freedom so fatherly cares. 

While the cup of black poison for her thou prepares ; 

Papistical members thou hast set in thy core, 

A smooth-spoken prologue to Popery before ; 

Bedizzen'd by mock-gems and tawdry array. 

Her terrible part in life's drama shall play. 

While thus the red harlot thou coaxes and flatters, 

Thou'rt forging thy country her damnable fetters. 

Why babble o' freedom if Popery succeed ? 

Thou kens that sweet freedom was ne'er in her creed. 

If science sho'd triumph and morals control. 

Bright learning instruct and religion console, 

Th' encroachments of Rome must be sturdily staid. 

If we cowe not the thistle its seedlings will spread ; 

The dam-dykes o' Holland are jealously watch'd. 

Lest o'er the whole country auld ocean be stretch'd. 

If thou were a patriot her pow'r thou wad shake, 

Thou kens her watch-cry, 'tis the mass or the stake, 

• • • • • • • 

And, Scotland, O ! shame to thy ditch-water clergy. 
They bogled a wee at the Pope's hierarchy; 
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But now they drink tea wi* and rub social shouthers, 

And gie nae offence to their dear Catholic brithers. 

Had the smooth Paipish pack o'er thy clergy their wish, 

The red-cock wad craw owre their bare-singit gizz. 

O I Scotland, my country, now woe is the day 

By the cockatrice den will thy ministers play ? 

Are the sluggards asleep in Belial's arms. 

While liberty's fortress the enemy storms % 

Black Prelacy sprung from the hot-blooded venery 

O' Paip-grievin', monk-reivin', craig-cleavin' Henry, 

A spale timmer-wa', wi' a kennan o' plaister. 

Between her is fix'd and her mass-singin' sister. 

The couple coUeaguin', the devil hell-speed them, 

They'll ruin, O ! Scotland, thy faith and thy freedom. 

Sly Prelacy first, wi' a visage less ugly, 

Sneak'd into thy Kirk, and thy service gat shogly. 

Her Rome-smitten psalter thy people are hummin* \ 

Her whistle-kist, hark ! 'tis its blowpipes a-bummin'. 

When the news reached the lug o' th' Apostolic Vicar, 

He dutch'd his twa keys wi' a pressure mair siccar. 

His red-hatted humbugs, like bladders inflated, 

As the Phoenix arose from its ashes created, 

Saw the Popedom arise from its twa-century slumber, 

New-bumish'd its auld eccles'astical lumber. 

And Scotland, thou refuge of Protestantism, 

And fierce deadly foe of the scarlet auld besom. 

They boded thy downfall with jubilant laughter, — 

The bishoprics first, and the canticles after ; 

The guilt-shriving box be a farther advancer. 

The bell-jingling surplice, the gum-fuming censer, 

The doth-cover'd altar, the tall waxen tapers. 

The wine-holding chalice, the pix-box of wafers. 

The hair-sark o' penance, the beads of devotion, 

13 
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And the aith-kissen Christ-rood — an avalanche rushin' 

Ne'er smothered completer the Grisons in ruin, 

Then that trumpery wad come to thy worship s undoin'. 

O ! had thou thy Knox, or thy bold-speaking Melville, 

At the rotten foundations of popery to delve well ; 

Ah ! yes, there is one full alive to thy danger, 

To the foes o' thy kirk he shall ne'er be a cringer, 

With Hanna, his henchman, from Pope-hating Belfast, 

Whose sons at the Boyne made her popish foes fall fast, — 

Tis trumpet-voic'd Wylie, our Scotch Boanerges, 

Wha stands like a rock to the rude-beating surges ; 

The Knox of our times, he shall ne'er be a budger, 

But die like a martyr, or fecht like a sodger. 

And I'll sa/t, and shall utter nae sentence of treason, 

E'en tho' a cauld axe sho'd go click thro' my weason. 

Our monarch forgets the dread aith of her crownin*. 

Ere royalty's crown on her brow was set down on. 

At her tongue-tackit silence the Papists are chucklin*. 

And laugh in their sleeve at her Government's trucklin'. 

O ! where was her voice when the shaven-crown'd gentry 

Were planting their bishoprics thick thro' our country? 

Doth democrats rule owre the world's first lady? 

Is her reign but a dream, and her pow'r but a shadow ? 

Is our Queen on her throne but a poor nodding puppet ? 

Does royalty consist of a fine ermine tippet, 

A diadem of gems, and a sceptre of silver ? 

If such, then far better a poor honest delver. 

Had yon auld paughty dog with the triple-crown'd metre, 

Wha bauds in his grip the twa keys o' Saunt Peter, 

His power back again, then our Gracious Victoria 

Wad soon to her reign hear an end o' the story. 

No ! rouse up, my Queen, for thy God and thy righty 

Ere the mystical finger our destiny write ; 
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Thy crown is at stake if thy vengeance be lax ; 

Show thy monarchal powers are not shadows but facts, 

The treasonable tricks of the rascals to close, 

Wha wad lead us to Rome like dumb dogs by the nose, 

And make thee, 1 Queen, to her tyranny fa', 

A toe-kissing vassal, a monarch of straw. 

O ! come now, my muse, gie the Tories a drubbin', 

Wi' their auld gartered chief wi' the elf-locks of ebon, — 

Legislation's state-jester, bell-cappit and truncheoned. 

Maynooth's Papish college he fain wad hae pensioned, — 

He saw that his pow'r in the state was declining. 

So tried thro' corruption his sapping and mining. 

If soaring ambition be rooted in evil, 

Then bundle ambition straucht aff to the devil 

O ! what care his clan for the weelfare o' puir folk ; 

They value, i' faith, mair a mauken or muircock. 

Hout I awa wi' their fine-pouther'd flunkies and coaches. 

Their grand porter-lodges and channell'd approaches. 

Their braw carpet-rooms and their fine-pentit pictures. 

Their auld drucken butlers and rack-rentin' factors. 

Why boast o' their gude bluid frae chieftains descended ? 

O' their foul dirty wark I wad hae them reminded. 

Their mottoes were founded on mony an ill black trick : 

An ill-stabbit priest gat a crest for Kilpatrick, 

Thieves, murth'ring thieves, o' their deeds be not windy, 

Wha cross'd the saut-dub wi' Duke Will o' Normandy, 

Wha was whelp' d on the ill-gaelit side o' the blankets 

By an auld tanner's dochter — O ! deil tak' sic sunkets. 

And history can tell how they herried the Saxons, 

And spread owre auld England their feuds and their factions; 

How the peasants sweet freedom ne'er daur'd for to think o't, 

But necklets o' brass round their weasons were clinkit. 
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Wi' rude-graven letters to whom they belangit, 

And they anger'd the laird they were ta'en out and hangit 

And baronet Wattle, the flower o' the pack, 

Wha gat as he hunkefd three strokes at the back 

By the sword of King George, in the halls of the bright rood. 

The acolade gi'en o' unfought for knighthood, 

Which sank down the man, but uplifted the Tory, 

And tamish'd the sheen of his song-gotten glory. 

He clavers whose name maks auld Scotland to shudder ; 

Then quick in fierce anger nae rose can be redder 

Then her auld honest face at the villain damn'd double, 

Wha in the heart's bluid o' her martjrrs did dabble, — 

The pitiless tiger cou'd ne'er been more bloody — 

Made a fine gentleman with the face of a lady, 

Wha stack by auld Rowlay and ne'er did the least ill. 

But where was the cold-murder" d martyr of Priesthilll 

And now, O ! my muse, for a gracious conclusion. 

On politics* ground make nae further intrusion. 

O ! gie me the man that is honest/ s bairn, 

Tho* he breakfast on crowdie and dine on a herrin' ; 

And gie me the patriot that shines in the State, 

And mingles his speech in nae party debate, 

But strives for the gude and the weal o' his country. 

And stands to her foes like the Pompeian sentry 

Found dead at his post, stem duty had bound him, 

Tho* scoriae and ashes were show'ring around him. 
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WILL RUSSELUS ELEGY. 

VT'E Saline fo'ks, douce honest souls, 
•*• Lament wi* tears and mournful howls : 
He wha used lang the diggin' tools 

O' pick and spade, 
Now lies himser rak'd in the mools — 

Will Russell's dead. 

O ! death, thou chapless, wameless billie, 

ril sa/t, it was a deed ill-willie ; 

Thou kens, when thou wi* thy gleg gullie 

Did nick the thready 
Thy prey he happit snug and hoolie — 

Will Russeirs dead. 

But aiblins thou, auld mouldy rickle, 
O' maggot-pykit banes did tak ill, 
Wi' his fat ribs and belly meikle 

To be agreed. 
So flang thro' spite thy prongy tackle — 

Will Russeirs deid. 

O ! death, thou kens he sair'd thee brawly ; 
^2Jt Johnny Gedy lank, sour, and sallow. 
But jist a fine fat fodgel fallow. 

In bulk and breid, 
Dutch-boddam*d, sturdy, stout, and walie — 

Will Russeirs deid. 

The sable hearse now stands unplum'd. 
The pall by moths shall be consumed. 
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His pick and shool to rust are doom'd. 

And buryin' spade, 

Deid fo'ks will hae to lie untomb'd — 

Will Russell's deid. 



Nae mair his sonsy chin shall cuddle 
The broon fir-wame o' his auld fiddle, 
Nor slide the bowstick owre its middle 

Wi' tunefu* speed, 
Our auld Scotch springs and reels to driddle 

Will Russeirs deid. 

Nae mair the clods he'll slowly shovel 
Doon i' the graves till they be level, 
Nor lay the sods wi sloping bevel 

Frae fit to head ; 
Now thro' his banes the maggots revel — 

Will Russell's deid. 

He lang wi' death had got acquantit, 
Before his presence stood undauntit. 
Death sent him aye the thing he wantit, 

A thrivin' trade 
When fell disease the village hauntit — 

Will Russell's dead. 

When death's grim life-destroying vassals — 
Croupy fevers^ chincough^ pox^ and measles — 
Cut doon the young like stalks o' thrissels, 

Wi' heart right glad 
He took o' snuff some hearty housles — 

Will Russell's deid. 
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He scowrd at ilka healthsome fallow, 
But smiled on poor consumptives sallow, 
And rakes that low like swine did wallow 

In folly's reed, 
He kenn'd them soon the yird wad swallow — 

Will Russell's deid. 

Poisons to him were healing waters, 
But purgin' pills were stangin' ettars, 
Life-prapping barks the nightmare's fetters 

O' ghostly dread, 
And Sawton's imps copaiba-bitters — 

Will Russell's deid. 

And kith and kin, death's murth'ring factors, 
Stuck surgeons cobblin' wounds and fractures, 
Gle/d-dropping chemists, bungling doctors 

O' Hornbook's creed. 
Quacks, ill-skill'd howdies, corpse-dissectors — 

Will Russell's deid 

Spa wells, hill air, and saut-sea breezes, 
He d — ^mn'd, i' faith, to brunstane bleezes ; 
But epidemics, plagues, diseases, 

A horrid breed, 
Were chields he held in friendship's leases — 

Will Russell's deid 

An auld acquantance was lumbago^ 
And toothache fell, wee teasin' plaigie, 
Spleen meditating rape or craggie, 

A brither bred, 
A cousin-german shakin' ague — 

Will Russell's dead 
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RheumaticSy rackin* saunt and sinner, 
Gout^ weel-flesh'd by his roast-beef denner, 
^\.2c^6. jaundiccy yellow by his scunner 

On denties fed, 
And colicy fell guts-crampin' wonner' — 

(Will Russell's dead) ; 

Tic douloureux^ in tortur'd frenzy, 
Bronchitis^ asthma^ and the quinsey^ 
Swaird dropsy, sleepy influenza^ 

The chilly weid. 
And belly-windedyf«/«Zf//0' — 

(Will Russeirs deid) ; 

Dyspepsia, wi' horrors buskit, 

The night-hag, roostit on his brisket. 

Consumption, lungless, weak, dejaskit 

And thin's a shade, 
And cauld wi' throat in flannens buskit — 

(Will Russell's dead) ; 

Delirium tremens, raving tipsy 

At fancy's tricks, mischievous gipsy, 

Hysterics, spasms, epilepsy. 

Distemper dread, 
Qualms, faintings, deathlike catalepsy — 

(Will Russell's dead) ', 

Fistulas, ulcers, boils, carbuncles. 
Stuck on the scalp like periwinkles. 
Chilblains, inflaming feet and ankles 

Wi' blouzy red, 
And cancer's tooth that gnaws and rankles- 

Will Russell's dead. 
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Crick t* the neek, mumps ^ rickets^ glanders^ 
The tapewornis tripy lang meanders, 
DiarrhcKds belly rumbling thunders, 

The wormy breed 
That mak' the weanies crunch their grinders — 

(Will Russeirs deid) ; 

Red inflammation^ hotly blistered 
By cantharidian flee or mustard, 
Erysipelas^ hideous festefd 

And burning red, 
And constipation purged and clyster*d — 

(Will Russeirs dead) ; 

Itch^ wi* mercurial saw weel sappit. 
Stone wi' his blather's runlet stappit, 
Lank atrophy^ wi* body clappit 

And yaup*s a ged, 
And paralysis^ crutch'd and prappit, — 

(Will Russell's dead) ; 

That glutt'nous drinker ca'ed diabetes y 
That daft-like dance they ca* Saunt VituSy 
That brain-on-fire madcap phrenitisy 

Wi* shaven head. 
And that tyke-madness keen to bite us — 

(Will Russeirs dead) ; 

That red-faced gourmand apoplexy^ 
Knock'd down by death wi' a huge gutsfu*, 
And rifty gravel got a rax frae 

The claret-red, 
He lov'd the hale black mixtie-maxtie — 

(Will Russetf s dead) : 
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I wat they brocht him siller plenty, 
And made the carle crouse and canty, 
Auld bits o' coffin-wood he brunt aye 

Wi' savin' greed, 
And howkit banes for trenchers went aye — 

(Will Russell's deid) ; 

Now ghaists may croon wi* joy unruffled 
Wha afF the mortal coil hae shuffl'd, 
And haunt, while Luna shines unmuffl'd, 

The kirkyaird dread, 
Since death his breath has chok'd and stifl'd- 

Will Russell's dead 

But mony whom grim death had spear'd 
He laid beneath the grassy swaird, 
Now dockens in the auld kirkyaird 

May proudly spread, 
They frae his spade will now be spar'd — 

Will Russell's dead 



SECOND EPISTLE TO A. WALLACE. 

TVyT Y honest, kind, and dear remember'd friend, 
^^^ I thank thee much for yon kind lines thou penn' 
Wishing my weelfare in this knavish age, 
When wealth and toil eternal warfare wage, 
When men to Mammon faithful homage pay. 
Hard cash, hard hearts the order of the day ; 
When slighted maids their faithless lovers sue, 
And hear in court read o'er each billet-doux — 
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The sugai'd nonsense of their amorous lore 

Make judge and courtfolk hand their sides and roar ; 

When hellish scoundrels don religion's cloak, 

But to the poor man stand a whunstane rock, 

Dole him sma* wages with a miser's grunt, 

But build big kirks, and show a godly front, — 

Shun men rejoicing o'er the social jug. 

But sip strong waters in a comer snug, — 

Pump dry a cronie a' that he's to tell, 

Behind his back then mak him black as hell. 

Happy, my friend, art thou by nature placed. 

Among yon scenes by Devon's windings graced, 

And dark in glens and solitary woods 

He through the chasm pours his roaring floods ; 

And scenes around attract the enchanted eye, 

In landscape beauty far unrivall'd lie. 

The lofty Ochils block the northern skies, 

And in the east the distant Lomonds rise ; 

Far in the west are scenes of Wallace fights. 

And in the south a glimpse of Pentlands' heights. 

While I, confin'd among mechanics pale, 

And whisky stells and monster vats of ale, 

No rural spot to gie my fancy skouth. 

But damm'd-up floods reserv'd for simmer drouth. 

That this gay toon may brew her famous ale, 

And gie her guidwives soupe for parritch and for kail. 

Unscoop'd by nature, the huge dam Gartmorriy 

Though hazels green its reedy shores adorn. 

And ae bright spot the roving eye can please, 

A lonely island dark wi' tufted trees. 

The curlew's calling and the peewit's cry 

Come lonely, plaintive from the moorlands nigh ; 

And there the coot, in sooty plumage drest, 
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Among the sedges bigs her curious nest ; 

And gliding wary through its waters dark, 

The grisly pike, the river's dreaded shark — 

The red-finn'd perch and silver'd-bellied eel 

Alone with him a conscious safety feel ; 

Safe by his prickly dorsal swims the perch, 

The eel deep-boring soon escapes his search. 

Thus far congenial to my muse's like 

Cou'd she forget yon water-damming dyke, 

And think it nature's loch, the haunt o' perch and pike. 

Alas ! my muse, how can she sing again 

When Scotland's ancient glory's on the wane ; 

Her name now lost to history's tragic lore, 

And on the rank of nations known no more ; 

Her sons ashamed to own her honest tongue, 

And now how few her ancient ballads sung. 

And deem'd barbaric are her skirling drones. 

And count her dancing only fit for clowns. 

I snoov'd me in no many evenings gane 

To that huge pile that stands ne'er Allan's Inn, 

Where Shakespeare's language from the actor flows. 

And painted scenes the moving canvas shows, 

Where gay Apollo tunes his piping horn, 

And grumbling farmers weekly sell their corn, 

Thinkin' nae doubt to get a routh o' reels 

To heeze my spirits and to warm my heels \ 

For wi' his band, who gave their tuneful aid, 

Adie, my friend and bosom comrade, pla/d. 

He wou'd hae dirl'd aff Scotland's dear strathspeys. 

For wi' Gow's fing'ring honest Willie plays. 

But ah ! forsooth, when I the dances read 

I wish'd I had been snooz'd up in my bed ; 

For there, as if of their poor country shamed, 



I 
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Alas how few of Scotland's dances named — 
By scented dandies counted stale and rough, 
To grace the mazes of outlandish stuff. 
Mazourkas, polkas, waltzes, and sic ware, 
Wi* Scotland's merry dances ne'er compare ; 
And string* d guitars, wi' tinkle- tankle tones. 
How poor beside her bagpipes' bumming drones ; 
And fine sonatos, tamed by polish'd art, 
Like Scotland's ballads ne'er can touch the heart ; 
And a' the lingoes spoke the climes among, 
Commend me still to her auld raploch tongue. 
O ! my poor country, sore I mourn for thee, 
To think thy sons shou'd base degenerates be. 
Is there no patriot in this age to rise, 
With indignation flashing from his eyes, 
To wield the pen or draw the vengeful sword, 
Till Scotland's ancient glory's full restor'd ? 
Thy Wallace, sleeping in his bed of death, 
O ! wou'd he rise in all his godlike wrath, 
Again thy fearless guardian for to stand, 
And let them feel the vengeance of his hand ! — 
Thy Southron foes, who strive to crush thee still, 
And make thy laws obedient to thy will ; 
And Burns thy bard, with all his tuneful fire. 
Strike up once more thee, Caledonia's lyre. 
And rouse thy sons from lethargy and shame. 
And in their breasts revive the patriotic flame 
That fired their sires on many a sore-fought field. 
To fall as heroes then as slaves to yield. 
Black be that day that saw for England's gold 
Thy crown and senate by traitors sold. 
Thy seat, Edina^ fair in every part, 
Adom'd by nature and adorn' d by art. 
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Deplores thy loss, thy brightest ornament, 

Thy King presiding o'er thy Parliament. 

But now, alas ! her legal halls forlorn 

Tell how that honour from thy name is shorn. 

But truce, my friend, with grumbling at such ills, 

•We yet shall sing o* Scotland's glens and hills, 

Though we shou'd sink among the common herd. 

And in our face the gates o' fame be barr'd. 

By that brave name thou're unco proud to bear, 

Well let her glory be our thought and care; 

Though ither Scots shou'd do her honour skaith. 

The patriot's fervour still shall fire us baith. 

And ne'er be quench'd till it be quenched in death. 



THIRD EPISTLE TO A. WALLACK 

I GAT thy sang, my freen and brither, 
Tho' fags I hae nae meikle swither 
To tak' a stick or hempen tether, 

Thou graceless tyke, 
And tichtly thy auld hide should leather, 

** Till ance ye fyke." 

For why shou'd thou e'er think o' amours, 
A patriarch o' seventy simmers, 
By makin' sangs upo' the kimmers 

Sae sweet and bonnie ; 
Thou shou'd be proof against the limmers. 

Dear honest Sawnie. 
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Instead o' sangs and drams o' drink, 
Thou shou'd be singin' Psalms, I think. 
And nichtly on thy hunkers sink 

And doucely pray, 
Lest thee Auld Nick to hell shou'd clink 

Some luckless day. 

Think not this joke shall mak' us quarrel, 
I ken thou*rt proof against the barrel, 
And when grim death, the gruesome carle. 

His shaft shall fling, 
Awa to yon bright heavenly warle 

Thy flicht thou'll wing. 

Far be the bainie chapless billie, 
Lang may he keep frae thee his guUie, 
And ne*er may black-brow'd melancholy 

E'er sink thee low, 
And time ne*er fade the sprigs o' holly 

Upon thy brow. 

Down life's gay stream aye sail thee merry. 
While prudence guides the frail-built wherry, 
And when thou'rt gatty, auld, and hoary. 

Far by fourscore, 
May thou be row*d owre death's dark ferry 

To Canaan's shore. 

Thy sang stands i' the foremost ranks, 
For which thou hast my gratefu' thanks, — 
A bonnie lass by Devon's banks, 

Wi' modest grace, 
And she'll hae twa fine-shapit shanks 

To match her face. 
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Nae doot she is a charmin' creature, 
And bonnie lads by Devon water 
Shall a* gae mad wi' courtin* at her, 

Even to her fash ; 
But may some kind guid laddie get her 

Is my warst wish. 

That sang shou*d gie thee meikle pride, 
It shou'd be chaunted far and wide, 
Yx2iQjohn o* Groats to Teviotside ; 

Without nae flatter, 
The sangster-muse^ whatever betide, 

Thou ne'er shou'd quat her. 

Tho' thou be famed owre Scotland's dales 
For thy auld-farrant, droll Scotch tales, 
The tuneful jaud wi' thee ne'er fails 

To mak* a sang. 
At which the lover's bosom swells 

Responsive strong. 

Greek-tutor'd bards, by stoups o' drink. 
They'll mak a* shepherd's sang they think. 
But clogg'd wi' learning soon they sink 

In nonsense* bog, — 
Their tuneless cauld, prosaic clink 

Grates on the lug. 

Thou, nature's bard, disdains to seek 
Burgundy punch wi* mantling reek, 
Nor heathen jauds frae Homer's Greek 

To rouse thy strain ; 
Thy pregnant fancy ne'er was bleak 

Sic means to gain. 
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Come, tune thy harp alang wi' me, 
And let us sing as bauld and free, 
As in the milkwhite, hawthorn tree 

The lintwhite sings. 
And scorn the servile laureate's fee 

His nonsense brings. 

Our rhymin' powers we'll try upon it, 
An auld Scotch ballad, sang, or sonnet. 
And gie a tug at Rabble's bannet 

O' lyric fame, 
Although ye ken, my freen, we cannot 

Surpass his name. 

Let Scotland's hills be our Parnassus, 
The muses Scotland's bonnie lasses, 
Castalian brooks the flowing glasses; 

They'll rouse up fine 
That gift ne'er got in college classes, 

The fire divine. 

We'll keep oursel's aye blythe and canty. 
Although our pouch o' cash be scanty, 
While gracious Heaven is pleas'd to grant aye 

A routh o' health, 
'Twill mak' us cheery mair and vauntie 

Then clauts o' wealth. 

Chief o' my joys Scotch rhyme I rank it 

(For sic a gift the pow'rs be thankit). 

And when dull care my heart has sunk it 

Low in the mire, 

I rhyme awa and maks him shankit 

To my desire. 
14 
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But stay, here comes, like hirplin' age, 

Wisdom, a patriarchal sage, 

And shows his world-instructing page 

O' proverb lore, 
And bids me stop my rhymin* rage, 

And muse no more. 

He cants on rhyme as madness sheerly, 
Says for its sake I'll suffer sairly. 
E'en darkly hints the green turf eariy 

Shall hap my head. 
But them that love his counsels dearly 

Nae poortith dread. 

Ere I wad quench the Heaven-lit fire, 
I'd to yon desert-wilds retire. 
And to the hermit's life aspire 

And guileless ways, 
Clad in his lowly poor attire 

There dose my days. 

Poor bards, tho' green their locks be laurell'd, 
How lang has fortune wi' them quairell'd, 
And been by critic scoundrels snarl'd 

Thro' cursed spite; 
To see them used by this d — ^mn'd world 

It maks me hyte. 

Its Gothic rage how much they've moum'd, 
But let their rhymin' warks be bum'd, 
Their names be sepulchr'd and um'd 

In death's dark night, 
A black eclipse wad then be tum'd 

On Genius light 
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There, Shakespeare, monarch of the whole, 
Promethean fire his fancy stole ; 
And Bums, set by the social bowl, 

Wha matched his fire ? 
And Shelley's earth-untouching soul 

Was Poesy's l5n:e \ 

And Milton's rapt seraphic lays. 
And Pope's red-bolts at critics base, 
And Cowper shorten'd slavery's days 

By pitying lore. 
And Beattie tore the unhalloVd bays 

The sceptic wore, 

And Thomson's landscape-painting pow'r, 
And Scott's wild chivalric tales of yore. 
And Crabbe's rh5rm'd annals of the poor 

And lowly worth. 
And Bloomfield's farm-experienc'd lore 

His Giles caU'd forth. 

O ! to be nam'd upo' their ranks, 
Worth a' the gowd in Lunnon's banks, 
Tho' their rhymes be but madmen's pranks 

To sordid wretches, 
That crawl thro' foul corruption's stanks 

For rank and riches. 

But critic-folks may e'en gae whistle, 
The deil gae a* their necks a twistle, 
By Scotland's harp and Scotland's thistle 

And glorious name, 
Well speel, tho' we shou'd pant and whaizle, 

The steeps o' fame. 
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In friendship's ties to malice proof, 
Then knot in mine thy homy loof, 
By Him that made yon spangl'd roof 

We'll swear and vow, 
That Homie ne'er shall set his hoof 
That friendship thro'. 

O ! Homie, cl^ief o' meikle wrang, 

Frae thee the warle's first mischief sprang, 

Tho' thy auld bum has birsl'd lang 

Owre brunstane het. 
Thy auld damn'd heart is jist as strong 

In mischief yet. 

Where'er thou saws thy spitefu' malice, 

By fireside jars, in cot or palace. 

Even send poor wretches to the gallows, 

O ! woefu' end ! 
May thou aye pass by Saunders Wallace^ 

My kind auld friend. 



THE FORESTERS. 

T) OLD buskin' d brothers of the sylvan tie, 

""-^ Aboon a' crafts ye please a poet's eye ; 

The Masons, sacred since the first of time, 

Their mystic rites won't blossom into rhyme. 

In works of art nae seeds of poesy lie. 

Lest some auld castle where the howlets cry. 

Tis Nature's charms, the glens and spreading woods, 

Sky-kissing hills and mazy winding floods, 
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And lilting birds, sweet flowers, and lassies bonnie, 

From these the poet sucks poetic honey ; 

Even thae Oddfellows, though their cause be good, 

They jdeld his fancy nae poetic food ; 

But ye, bauld rangers of the forest waste, 

Your craft's congenial to the poet's taste, — 

He loves your haunts, he loves your sylvan dress, 

Your hunting graith and trophies of the chase. 

Slung by your side a bonnie hunting-horn. 

And nodding plumes your gay cock'd hats adorn, 

Like cavaliers that graced the court of Charles, 

A court where vice from virtue tore her laurels, 

A royal stew, a slaughter-house of morals. 

And stout yew bows your manly strength can bend, 

And the fann'd arrow to its mark can send. 

Shot through the dun hide of the antler'd game, 

Like Robin Hood of Sherwood Forest fame ; 

And here I swear by yonder moon and stars, 

Nae craft's as ancient as the Foresters. 

Though Father Adam first the delvin' tried 

In Eden's yard, wi' Eve his bonnie bride 

(Let sacred chronicles the story tell). 

When fi*om pure bliss our progenitor fell — 

Well prove it full, ye sceptics, do not jeer — 

He took the woods and turn'd a forester. 

And Scotland's monarchs in her ancient days, 

W? their rude barons followed Nature's ways j 

They roused the echoes wi' the touting horn. 

And chased the boar through tangled brake and thorn, 

For Nimrod's spirit fired her Malcolm keen 

To make fair Scotland one vast forest green. 

Where grey Dunfermline plys her damask trade. 

For miles around a forest landscape spread. 
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There in his palace near the sacred dome. 

The huge-poll'd monarch held his hunting home. 

And her first David, rank'd among the saunts 

For biggin' abbeys and for chartered grants. 

The immortal huntress, chaste Diana, near 

In venery had a votary more sincere ; 

For sacred legends tell unto this day, 

When facing bold the furious stag at bay, 

A fiery rood shone sudden in the sky, 

Which made the stag affrighted turn and fly ; 

For which the king to show his gratitude, 

He built a chapel-kirk, and named it Holyrood. 

When pale disease dispensing Heaven shall grant. 

To sack life's citadel, and starving want 

Beggars the store, and death, dread Forester, 

Hews down a brother, then your hearts -shall stir 

And burst your promise into fruitful aid, 

To heal his wounds and give his children bread ; 

Or to the grave the black-plumed car shall nod, 

And bear your brother to his last abode, — 

Your garnered treasure then you'll free bestow, 

And half relieve the widow of her woe. 



THE POET AND THE CADGER; 

OR, A ROADSIDE ADVENTURE. 

Sneer not, ye critics, at the homeliest themes, 
In them are found the gems of purest worth : 
A daisy growing on a cloddy field 
Attracted the notice of the greatest bard 
That ever sang dame Nature's moods and ways. 
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T HAD been east nine miles and farder, 
■■■ To see my droll, auld honest feither, 
And in the twilight set me thither 

For Alloa toon, 
To toil among the gristy pouther 

The hale week roun'. 

The moon shot thro' nae ragged dud 
To cheer my lang and lonesome road \ 
A howlet hooting frae a wud 

Wi* weird tee-whoo^ 
Whilk crap thegither a' my bluid 

And swat my broo. 

A streak o* wil'fire whyles wad rift 
The cluddy star-deserted lift ; 
In spite o' my philosophic gift 

O' reason clear, 
On grisly terrors whyles adrift 

My thochts wad steer. 

But neither deil nor wand'rin* speerit, 
Wi' hair on end I gat to stare at, 
Till Kennefs hamlet I drew near it, 

Some coach or car, 
A-list'ning, comin' I did hear it 

r the distance far. 

Thinks I, 'twill be some farmer gentry 
Com'd frae the kirk far frae the country. 
Or some fo'ks on a wee bit jauntie 

The deil kens whor. 
When lo ! 'twas ane that brawly kenn'd me 

Baith near and far. 
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Nae tousie, bannin' drucken badger, 
But jist an honest weel-kenn'd cadger 
Wha tints a leg, tho* not a sodger, 

Yet wi' his crutch 
He limps alang the tither trudger 

By dyke and ditch, 

To roar stentorian ilka gate 

Flukes, flounders, haddocks, ling, and skate. 

He speir'd gin I wad tak a seat 

Jist up beside him; 
Sae I was neither mim nor blate, 

But took the freedom. 

As onward jogg'd the powney beast 
; O' godly cracks we had a feast ; 

He said that day he had been east 

About the Blair^ 
And had been preachin' like a priest 

Baith teuch and sair. 

Our crack o* mankind and their sins 
Reached us a tollhouse ca'ed the Whins^ 
And there to set me on my pins 

Wi' kindly heed. 
He drew in ticht the powney*s reins 

And check'd its speed. 

But what a fricht I gat, my certie : 
The stilt it stak oot frae the cartie, 
And catch'd me by the hinder partie, 

And did me coup 
Among the dubs and mire sae clarty 

Ere I cou'd loup. 
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I lay there sprawlin* like a taed, 
My claes a bonnie sicht I made : 
When doon at hame I ruefu' laid 

My waefu* tale, 
To me sma' s)mipathy they gie'd 

But leuch their fill 

O ! ye guid folks, now cease your banter, 
For I henceforth since that mischanter, 
Wi' cadger carts nae mair I'll canter, 

I vow fu' strong, 
But on shanks' naigie I shall saunter 

Where'er I gang. 



EPISTLE TO THOMAS SCOTT, 

GAMEKEEPER, BLAIRHILL. 

TT EAVEN be thy warden, honest Scott, 
-^ •*■ And fortune gild thy earthly lot ; 
Nut-cracking Hallowmas to Lammas 
May thou be canty, honest Tammas ; 
May thou ne'er want a reamin* cappie 
To mak thy generous bosom happy, 
Thy purse ne'er want a silver groat. 
And some sweet lass fa' to thy lot. 
Now, when the fading autumn woods 
On Blairhill's rural solitudes 
Are mix'd wi' shades o' brown and green, 
May Nimrod's spirit fire thee keen ; 
Wi' gamebag lumbering at thy back, 
And pointers following in thy track, 



21 8 Epistle to Thomas Scott. 

And in thy rambles here and thither 
To bleeze awa' thy shot and pouther, 
And fill the gentry meikle hampers 
O' thae lang-luggit clover-crumpers 
Whom carpin' farmers like as weel 
As auld Saunt Michael hkes the ^eil. 
And poussie, early on the mom, 
Haps owre the rigs o' stookit com, 
Then clap thy gun up to thy shouther, 
And let her ken the force o* pouther. 
And when the patrick birrs awa, 
Pit in her wame a drap or twa, 
And echo answer frae her glens 
Thy shots among the marshy fens 
And boggy moors, the heather covers, 
At ptarmigans, heathcocks, and plovers. 
The pheasant cock, wi* breast sae braw, 
A roosted challenge thee shall craw ; 
Crack him a shot wf cautious care. 
Then by my sooth he'll craw nae mair. 
And though the hawkin' days be by, 
When e'er a heron soars on high. 
Lodge in his crap an ounce o' lead, 
And lay the lanky glutton dead. 
And when the plundVer of the fold 
Is slumbering in his rocky hold, 
Set by his den thy trapping engines, — 
The henwives a' shall bless thy vengeance ; 
For when at e*en he sneaks abroad, 
And for some hen-roost taks the road, 
A hideous howling in the dark 
Will tell thy traps hae din their wark. 
And may thou set a deadly eye at 
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Ilk pilfering kae and chattering pyet 

For fear thy patricks' eggs a feast be 

To marten-cat and weasel-beastie, 

Set by their holes, in dykes and ditches, 

A routh o' traps to catch the b — tches. 

And that ill-smelled, nocturnal cadger, 

Smeek in his hole, the snoozing badger ; 

And hound him from his sedgy cover, 

The otter ogre of the river. 

If ony poaching miner cattle 

In thy plantations lie and squattle, 

To hang thy maukins for their pot, 

And at thy patricks tak a shot, 

May they jist waste their lead and pouther. 

And never bag a fud or feather. 

On sporting days wi' gentles rare, 

Wr nets and lurcher-dogs repair, 

Set muzzled foumarts in the warren. 

And bolting rabbits net like herrin'. 

May that braw bird, the caperkalie. 

King o' gamebirds, robust and walie, 

Frae Norway's piny forests drear. 

Among thy woods some cleckans rear. 

And lusty stags, wi' branching horns. 

The sporting pride o' Hielant barons. 

And dappled fallow-deer and roes 

Among thy hazel-coverts browse. 

Wi' joy my bosom aye it blesses 

To see BlairhilFs sweet bonnie lassies ; 

While warm wi' life my bosom throbs on, 

m aye remember Mistress Gibson, 

She's jist the soul and heart o' com ; 

And Chalmers fills me up a horn 
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O' reamin' yill to mak* me happy, 

And aiblins whyles a stronger drappie ; 

And Greig's a footman gleg and ready 

To serve the laird and his gude leddy ; 

The gard'ners three are honest souls, 

And Davie, tae, that carts the coals, 

And auld John Kirk that hands the plough, 

A leal gude honest man I trow. 

And thy close-comrade, Davie Lowe. 

On Saturday approachin' near, 

1*11 to thy rural quarters steer. 

And we will hae, my mair then brither, 

A hearty nicht wi' ane anither. 



ADDRESS TO THE MILLERS. 

Lone by a brooklet stood the ancient mill, 

With plashing wheel outside the mossy wall, 

Whose timber buckets, ever-filling, drove 

The furrow'd stones and ground the wheaten grain. 

Portly in shape the jolly miller toil'd, 

And fed the clacking happer as it eblj'd — 

A social man was he, and meny drank 

A foaming tankard at the village inn. 

And gossip said he had a golden thumb. 

And scom'd to pilfer from a neibour's store. 

'T'HE miller lads, I wiss them weel, 
-■- Wha grind the corn into meal, 
And mak the barley for the kail 

And bannock flour 
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May they ne*er want a cog of ale 

Their throats to scour, 

And drams o' whisky e'en and mom, 
To string their nerves by labour worn ; 
And may their purses ne'er be shorn 

O' kindly coin. 
And thrifty wives their hames adorn 

Wr joys divine. 

Lang may their happers clink and clatter, 
And weel supplied wi' dams o' water, 
That throu* the com they may blatter ; 

Ye ken, ye ken 
A Stan 'in' mill there's something better, 

A layin' hen. ' 

Lang may their lafts be stor'd wi' vittle, 
Be steady aye, exert their mettle 
To please the gmmblin' farmer cattle 

Wi' emest heed. 
For tmly whyles it's ill to settle 

Their cursM greed. 

Wad they not aye sae jealous e'e them, 
But aye hae justfu' dealin's wi' them, 
Ilk melder aye a brosin' lea' them. 

They'd miss it not, 
And aye a dmcken saxpence gie them 

To weet their throat 

Work on, work on, my dusty squad. 
That bunders frae your mills be fed, 
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And never steal and ne'er degrade 

Your worthy name. 

And ne'er affront your usefu' trade, 

Nor spoil your fame. 

Gie roast-sirloin to dukes and earls, 

And broach for drouths the brandy barrels ; 

But crumpy cakes and souple farles 

O' guid bear-meal, 
Gie that to honest kintra carles 

And wauchts o' ale. 

Hail to the autumn's golden mom, 
Hail to the stooks by reapers shorn. 
Hail to the browster*s weel-brew'd horn 

O* glorious ale, 
And hail the miller's weel-kiln'd com 

Ground into meaL 



THE MILLER'S WIFE'S ADDRESS 
TO HER SOW. 

/^^OME here and sup frae out the pail, 
^^ My bonnie hog, o' hogs the wale. 
The dauts o' brose and soups o' kail 

We've left for thee, 
'Twill be, puir beast, the hindmost meal 

That thou shalt pree. 
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For aold bow-backit flesher Willie, 

A snuffy, drucken, daidlin' billie, 

The mom shall bring his scrapin' gullie 

And stabbin'-knife, 
And for twalpence and hauf-a-gillie 

Shall tak thy life. 

Poor beast, thy doom thou'll ne'er ken o't, 
Till he shall stick thy chouky throat. 
And I maun heat my washin' pot . 

Ere he'll begin. 
And hae the water scaudin' hot 

To plot thy skin. 

And when thy butcher, blear'd and drouthy, 
Has kittled keen his stickin' graithie. 
And dnmk a caulker bauld and pithy, 

Our auld gudeman 
Shall get the twa chiels in the bothy 

To lend a han*. 

And daunder owre to yon auld smiddie, 
And get the smith to leave his studdie, 
And bring wi' him his prentice laddie, 

A nervy chiel, 
Then aff they'll set wi' purpose bluidy 

Thee for to kill. 

When doon thy cruive I hear them hammer, 
ril hide me in the benmost chaumer, 
And there I'll sit and wail and yaumer 

And greet my fill, 
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And stap my lugs to still thy clamour 

When thee they kill 

Thou'll pey me weel for a' my pains, 

Nae bonnier soo, the kintra kens, 

When thou'U be weighed in pork and banes 

I weel can swear, 
Thou'll coup the bauks a score o' stanes 

Wr twal pund mair. 

For thee, my girzie, weel I tentit, 

My comin' stap how weel thou kenn'd it, 

When fouth o' meet thy wane had bentit 

I claw'd thy back, 
Then doon on thy braid side thou stentit 

As fou's a sack. 

In ourie cauld December weather. 
When snawy drifts the yird did smother, 
I stuffd thy cruive aye fou' o' fouther 

To haud thee snug. 
Now for thy sake I'll keep thy blether. 

My bonnie hog. 

Thou grew as fat's a wamy bailie. 

Thy ribs and back, thick creesh'd wi' tallow, 

Jist aucht month auld, thou'U pey it brawly, 

Thy cost and mair. 
And ne'er o' meat my grumphie's belly 

Was ill to sair. 

I gie'd thee milk a denty sowp o't, 
Wi* dusty stuff the gudeman soupit. 
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And in't a pickle meal I coupit, 

It was nae loss, 
For on thy doup thou sat and suppit 

The gusty soss. 

Ye ken, my grizz, there gangs a crack 
Among the sour ill-willie pack, 
The miller's sow ne*er cost a plack ; 

But what supposin', 
He's tauld weel by the happer's clack 

To tak a brosin'. 

And though he taks wi' soupit brocks, 

A cogfu' frae the farmers' pocks, 

My auld gudeman, wha Scripture croaks 

At e'en and mom, 
Says, "Pit nae mouthpiece on the ox 

That treads the corn." 

But now thou's toom'd thy timmer coggie, 
And fiU'd, puir beast, thy hungry baggie. 
Now gang thee ben, my bonnie hoggie, 

My sonsy grizz, 
And in thy strae-bed happit vogie 

There tak thy snooze. 

Ah ! no, thou wants for to be fraikit. 
Thy yeuky back to claw and straik it, 
There now, — gae get thy winkers steekit, 

And hap thy head. 
For soon, puir beast, thou will be streekit 

Amo* the dead. 
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SCENES FROM THE OCHILS, 

ABOVE ALVA GLEN. 

/^H ! glorious hills, aboon your chasm'd gaps 

^-^ I panting speel to reach your caimy taps, 

And view the landscapes in their Eden charms — 

Snug hamlets, towns, green-woods, and rural farms, 

Stretch'd smiling far your sloping base below ; 

No Orient clime can fairer features show. 

Here winds the Devon, like a silver snake, 

Yon distant comes a glimpse of Leven's lake ; 

Here Tillicoultry lifts her towering vents, 

And yonder Dollar's ruined castle glints 

Aboon ravines where trees and bushes grow. 

And Dool and Sorrow murmur far below ; 

Here lone-embosom'd on the wooded hill. 

With reek uprising like a smuggler's still, 

I view, well-pleased, the chaste fine-fronted dome, 

Where honoured Johnstone holds his peaceful home. 

Snug in yon woods and hazel thickets green. 

The ruddy towers of Harvieston are seen. 

As on that spot I fix my wand'ring gaze, 

To other years my memory backward strays ; 

I see a form before my fancy rise 

With Nature's genius glowing in his eyes, 

A broad Scotch bonnet on his melancholy brow, 

And clustering tresses blacker than the sloe, 

The ploughman stoop and limbs of sturdy mould. 

And massy plaid around his shoulders rolled, — 

'Tis Scotia's bard. I see him move along 

By yon fair stream, now hallo w'd in his song 
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He on the lovely maid in his endearment strung. 

And yonder seen are Kenneths bonnie woods 

And rural groves, the haunts of plumy broods. 

Deep in these shades the painted pheasants crow, 

And moorcocks answer from the furze below ; 

The fishing heron from the neighbouring bums 

To these fair woods his cumbrous flight sojourns ; 

The long-biird woodcock from the reedy fens 

Wings his slow flight, and there a shelter kens ; 

There chants the mavis with his parded breast, 

And chattering magpie bigs her curious nest ; 

The sooty ouzel and the linnet grey 

Chant their sweet matin-s at the close of day. 

Environed near these woods Clackmannan town, 

Wi' Gothic kirk, auld cross, and famous stone, 

Snug on her brae she cocks her ag^d head. 

Far from the turmoil and the roar of trade; 

Her couthie townsmen feckly a' are lairds. 

Cow-crafts hae they, snug hames, and gude kailyards ; 

In ilka sty a fatted grunter groans. 

And milkful crummies rowtin' up the loans ; 

Content in her their honest toil they ply 

Till grey with age, content in her to die. 

Uncaring they how wags the changing world. 

What bloody wars there be, what kings from thrones are hurl'd. 

What gorgeous landscapes round Clackmannan lie, 

"Whom Orient scenes can ne'er in beauty vie : 

Rich-cultured fields their varying features show, 

That yearly rich in yellow harvest glow 

Of spiky barley and rich-clust'ring corn. 

And russet wheat o'ertops the fencing thorn, 

While beanfield sweets perfume the dewy morn. 

And through these carses, stretching bonnilie, 
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Winds the Black Devon, wand'ring to the sea. 

Green on its banks the bending osiers grow, 

And view their shadows in its depths below. 

The ale-famed town my roving eye it marks, 

With cone-shaped chimneys of glass-blowing warks, 

And tall kirk-spires with gilded ball and cock. 

And ships snug-anchor'd in its harbours rock. 

I lift my bonnet with a reverend bow 

As on yon cUffs the Wallace Tower I view. 

And terrac'd Stirling, and the Heading Hill, 

Where the rude axe false Murdoch's blood did spill ; 

The embattled castle on the rocky heights, 

And grounds where Wallace fought for Scotland's rights. 

And here fair Alva meets my nearest ken — 

Fair are her maids and honest are her men ; 

Her canty wabsters, patient, toil and strive, 

And through the warp the clacking shuttle drive ; 

Their frugal dames sit by the filling wheel, 

And guide the spun-thread to the whirling red ; 

Their daughters watch, amid the humming din, 

The woolly threads the twisting whorls spin. 

Their dearly-honour'd laird, in him they find 

A fiiend, a parent, and a patron kind ; 

When throng industry in their village thrives, 

And yields her fruits to bless their simple lives, 

Responsive kindling in his glowing breast. 

He feels great joy to see their labour blest 

And when dark prospects gather round their head. 

Sprung from the miseries of a slackening trade. 

His generous bounty keeps the wolf at bay, 

And stands their comfort in the evil day. 

Humane and kind, and pride he ne*er had nane. 

And starving want ne'er ask'd his aid in vain. 
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Hous'd swimming-baths he, prompted by wisdom, gave 

For Alva's youths their snowy limbs to lave, 

And their auld dads their creechy skins to clean ; 

And made them vaunty o* a sporting-green, 

Where scattered groups at golf or cricket play, 

Or seated talk on topics of the day ; 

There ane at draughts shall like a Wylie win, 

Or round the course shall like a Hindle rin, 

Or like a Dinnie, with huge-wield'd swing. 

Far o'er the sward the heavy hammer fling. 

Or wrestling strong shall make his rival fall, 

Or like a Fleming pitch the bounding ball. 

Oh I ye green Ochils, towering in the skies, 

To you I turn with joy-inspired eyes ; 

Away, ye bustling scenes, here let me stay. 

And lonely pass a blameless life away. 

O ! for to revel 'mid your savage charms. 

Free as the winds that clothe your tops with storms ; 

And He who hears the hungry ravens cry, 

Wou'd in these wilds my simple wants supply, 

Some mossy cave the sheltering rocks beneath 

Wou'd be my shield when storms arose in wrath. 

Tremendous here. Dame Nature reigns supreme. 

High piles her rocks, and pours her tumbling stream, 

Here thundering down in fleecy foam it falls ; 

Now swirls in linns, and swift through channels brawls, 

Then gloomy rumbling through the deep ravine, 

O'ershadow'd dark with birch and alders green ; 

Now through the gap descending dark and deep. 

Where drunken Bousie took a maniac's leap ; 

Now o'er the pebbles brattling on it scuds. 

Till poison'd dyes pollute its crystal floods. 

The bonnie trouts in crimson-spotted pride, 
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If down the current in their glee they glide, 

In the foul liquid soon they gasp and die, 

Their silvery bellies tum'd to the sky. 

Farewell, sweet scenes, farewell, ye mountains grey. 

Yon setting sun proclaims the speeding day, 

And I reluctant tear myself away. 

Again descend to weary-worrying care, 

The slowly- wrinkling brow, the silvering hair. 

The galling misery rankling in the heart, 

To prop proud wealth and take the jackal's part. 

Provide the proud devourer with the spoil, 

And take the fragments to reward our toil. 

Happy ye natives of the Highland hills 

And weird wild glens, lone moors and heathy dells ; 

Fleet as the roe with bounding steps you scale 

The dizzy heights, and breathe the fresh'ning gale, 

In hostile strife terrific as the storm. 

Strong-nerved with health, magnificent in form. 

When winter's fury in your hills is roused, 

Wi' stacks o' peats weel-dried and faggots housed, 

The kebars groanin' wi' fat braxie hams, 

And secret hid a keg o' smuggled drams. 

And salmon kipper'd in the ingle reek, 

And roebuck-flitches hung on peg and cleek, 

You let the sleety show'rs and driving snaw. 

The whistling winds of ourie w inter blaw. 

No couch, luxuriant stuff 'd with eider-down. 

Effeminate sinks you like the pamper'd drone, — 

A bed of heather gathered from the moor 

You lay your hardy limbs, and sleep secure. 

No flaunting fashions of the gawky town. 

That fickle shift with ilka changing moon, 

But maucie plaids o' homespun hodden grey 
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Hap your broad shoulders from the stormy day. 
When warlike duty calls you sternly forth, 
The rusty claymore hung aboon the hearth, 
Wi' basket hilt and blade o' Tuscan steel. 
When bumish'd bright its razor edge you feel, 
Then prompt and ready for the work of death. 
You slide it graceful in the casing-sheath. 
Woe to the day when proud oppression came. 
And drove your sires from mony a couthie hame, — 
A huge kailyard had each, and grunter i' the sty, 
And pendicle that grass'd sax bonnie kye ; 
For supple bannocks on ae field was rear'd 
The drooping barley with its spiky beard, 
And ane had aits to gie them cakes and brose. 
And ane potatoes stretched in blooming rows. 
Braw brawny sons their hardy nurture bred, 
The dauntless warrior thundering in their tread. 
The lion's daring flaming in their eye. 
For trained to fight they never learned to fly, - 
As Belgium's plains and Alma's heights can tell. 
How brave they fought and how as glorious fell. 
In vain the tents their shielding canvas spread, 
A stone their pillow and the heath their bed ; 
In vain provender-loaded waggons bore. 
Bestowed them plenty when the fight was o'er, — 
Some braxie broil'd, an aitcake and a bannock. 
That was enough for Donald, Neil, and Sannock. 
How ill-contrasted are the city crowds 
To ye, brave tenants of the moors and woods. 
No healthful breezes o'er their pavements stray. 
But smoky fogs shut out the shining day ; 
When evening gathers o'er the jostling din. 
Then scenes of guilt and wretchedness begin. 
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Dark in the dens of infamy and vice 

The desperate gambler shakes the tumbling dice, 

The forging coiner strikes with stamping die 

The monarch's image on the base alloy, 

The lawless smuggler in the cellar brews 

The drink unlicensed for the filthy stews, 

The rouge-daub'd harlot with her siren charms 

Lures the drunk spendthrift to her guilty arms, 

The jail-bird, branded by the hangman's seal. 

Bawls brothel sangs owre stoups of filthy ale, 

Unblushing strumpets on the curtain' d stage 

Show their fine limbs to rouse licentious rage, 

Gay in the halls of luxury and pride 

Adown the dance their jeweird minions glide, 

To passengers that pass him to and fro 

The crippled beggar tells his tale of woe, 

Chained like a tiger to his stanchel'd cell 

Old Bedlam's walls resound the maniac's yell. 

Through stinky vennels stalks the spectre death, 

While spotted plagues their prey to him bequeath. 

But far remote from horrid scenes as these, 

In calm retirement and in rural ease, 

You, nature's children, follow nature's track, 

They boils and blotches on refinement's back. 



ADDRESS TO A THACKHOUSE, 

ONCE THE RESIDENCE OF THE AUTHOR. 

A H ! ruin'd, lone, deserted biggin', 
'^^ Tho thy crack'd wa's and raggit riggin* 
Made thee a bield, a warm and snug ane, 

Ance in a day ; 
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But time H things, the Gothic pagan, 

Hastes to decay. 

Tho' he can heal flesh-wounds and quarrels, 
Huge piles to mools he gnaws and hurls, 
E'en roofs aff holy kirks he tirls, 

Th' impious wretch. 
Yea ! ding to wrack yon starry warles 

At his last stretch. 

Cauld is thy hearth, no faggots lowin*, 
But docks and nettles round it growin', 
Thy auld bow-backit roof is bowin'. 

And soon will fa' 
Doon in the rubbish-chokit ruin 

O' thy auld ha\ 

When night owre Nature silent reigns 
The bats flit thro' thy broken panes. 
The owl, perch'd on the mould'ring stanes 

O' thy auld wa's. 
Unto th' unmyflled moon complains * 

Till morning daws. 

Thy garden, tae, wi' nettles spoil'd, 
And thrissles flourish rank and wild 
Where flowerets grew when simmer smiPd 

In fragrant bloom, 
Among their cups the bumbees toiFd 

Wi' drowsy hum. 

Thy bonnie well, its mossy bank 
Is mantled owre wi' brambles rank, 
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While we lived here it never stank 

By simmer heat, 

Its caller water aye we drank, 

Clear, pure, and sweet. 

Tho' soon thou'll stand a roofless wrack. 
Thy ag^d wa's by storms be black, 
I here a true-sworn aith can tak. 

That lowly worth 
A cosier bield o' stane and thack 

Ne'er fand on earth. 

Thou was, I wat, a bonnie biggin', 

Wi* white-wash'd wa's and new-thack riggin', 

And roses grew their thorny twig on 

Ilk side thy door, 
And windocks twa, a wee and big ane, 

Thick-cluster'd o'er. 

Amid yon wee mill's geary whirl 
And yeuk-provoking mottie swirl, 
Dustpouther'd, white's a baxter-carle. 

My sonsy sire 
Meal-melders mill'd for mouter-thirle 

And siller-hire. 

Now bucketless, its mill-wheel raggy 
With fungus rots, dirt-chok'd its loggie 
Nae langer reeks, for parritch-coggie 

Its happers clatter, 
And leaky-sluic'd, deep-slimed and seggy, 

Its damm'd-up water. 
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Fain owre my nose the tears wad trickle, 
To see thee now a crazy rickle, 
Thy auld roof-tree wi* scarce a pickle 

O' stentit straes, 
Thou brings to me remembrance meikle 

O' my best days. 

My maiden rhymes I first did pen 
In thee, a cothy but-and-ben ; 
My young pinfeather'd fancy's ken 

Was my Pegassus, 
Yon Kirkland dell was Othrey^s glen, 

Knockhill Parnassus^ 

When spring-buds sproutit on the timmer, 
And yowes claim'd each its sucking gimmer, 
Freed frae arithmetic and grammar 

At gloamin'-fa', 
We cuU'd the firstling flowers o' simmer 

Thro' yonder shaw ; 

Clam rocks wi' fear-untramell'd bosoms. 
And robb'd kaes' nests owre cliffy chasms, 
And pu'd the sloethorn's snowy blossoms 

And hawthorn sprays, 
And plunder'd bykes wi' cowes o' besoms 

On simmer days. 

The brook thro' Kirklan' glen that gushes, 
We guddlin' pinn'd its spotted fishes. 
Made dunces' caps o' marshy rashes. 

And pu'd the slaes 
And hazel-nuts among the bushes 

On autumn days. 
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When winter-winds blew fierce and blae, 
And Phoebus closed the short-lived day, 
Thy ingle bleezin' cosilie 

We circled round, 
And bonnie sangs and stories gay 

The evening crown'd. 

While warring winds mair louder roar*d, 
And rattling rains wild-furious pour'd, 
We thocht thy roof wad ne'er endured 

But rend and fa' in, 
And we wad a' been crush'd and smor'd 

Below the ruin. 

We micht hae quenched the timorous doubt 
And ne'er hae put ourseFs about, 
For thy auld roof was tough and stout. 

And bore the strain 
Of 2l the racking winds without 

And lashing rain. 

When elfin-sprites at Hallowe'en 
Abroad wi' goblin-imps were seen, 
We in thy lowly cottage-scene. 

By fear unscared, 
Brunt nuts, pu'd runts wi' steekit e'en 

1' thy kailyaird. 

And dreary Januar' blawin' caul' 
Brocht roun' the poor man's festival, 
Frae that slave-driver, labour's thrall, 

Triumphant free, 
In thee was fun' the freen'ly saul 

O' poortith's glee. 
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On snawy-drifts the door we steekit, 
Moss-peats upo' thy fire we biggit, 
And Scotland's dish, the haggis, reekit 

On's trencher placed, 
And fine beef-kail stood ready coggit, — 

O ! what a feast. 

At dancin' reels we swat our sarks, 

Crack'd jokes, sang sangs, and play'd at cartes, 

And routh o' whisky cheer'd our hearts 

And made us canty, 
And yill ungaug'd by pints and quarts 

Uproarious plenty. 

Thou tenantless, auld raucle biggin', 
A lang fareweel ! Some farmer pagan 
Thy wa's his fencing-dykes may big in 

For hogs and gimmers. 
And trail the rafters aff thy riggin' 

For faggot timmers ; 

But if my route this gaet is ta'en in, 
And find thy site nae biggit stane on, 
And o' thy roof naething remainin* 

O' stick and thack, 
I'll curse wi' moisten' d winkers rainin' 

The Vandal's act. 

De'il creesh their ribs wi' crabtree floggin's, 
Wha dang doon Scotland's ancient biggin's. 
Whose clay-bigg'd wa's and straw-thatch'd riggin's, 

And wee bole-winnocks, 
•Outmatch'd for bields your modern big anes 

Wi' spinsters' attics. 
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Their ingle neuks lodg'd houseless beggars, 
And sautit-hams hung their aik-kebars, 
Thick-thackit roofs frae winter's rigours 

Scoug'd cosilie, 
And sleepful comfort frae his labours 

Cou'd poortith gie. 

Avaunt, ye stinky city-hovels, 

Wi' jutting, quaint, overhanging gavels, 

Where dissipation hauds his revels 

Wi' painted trolls, 
Transmugrified to cursing devils 

Their ulcered souls. 

Ance Scotland's sons in russet gray, 
'Neath barren huts o' thack and clay. 
Read by the taper's glimmering ray 

The sacred page. 
Than to mud-huts your homage pay. 

Thou sceptic age. 

What sair your telegraphs and engines, 
Pelf-petrified your counter-cringin's 
For gowps o' gpwd, deistic rangin's 

For fossil coal. 
When conscience gnaws wi' sleepless vengeance 

Your godless soul. 
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ODE TO THE BURNS^ HAGGIS CLUB. 

T TAIL to the day our Peasant Bard was born ! 

■*■ -*• Hail to the night, when we o*er glass and horn, 

And haggis dish*d, a patriotic feast, 

Sang his sweet sangs, e*en till the wintry morn 

Began her journey in the frosty east ; 

And from our midst, by biting envy torn, 

Fled grim discord, the riot rousing pest. 

To see that pleasure was our welcome guest, 

And from the rose had pluck'd the hidden thorn. 

Young-hearted Robin sang at our request 

" Of a* the airts " of sangs the first and best, 

Which Robin's tuneful taste did much adorn 

And merry heart by sorrow ne*er opprest, 

For mirksome Robin is the heart o' corn. 

And swears he ne'er shall melancholy mourn. 

Congenial gathering to a kindred soul 
Attuned to sing, and as the moments stole 
My heart did warm at the social scene. 
To be remembered as an oasis green. 
Amid my troubles through this earthly hole, 
How Scotland's sons, to Scotland's honour keen. 
Had put to flight dull care, the ugly ghoul. 
And pledg'd the memory, o'er the steaming bowl, 
Of Scotland's Bard, who stands the first, I ween. 
And ne'er be blotted by the bigot's spleen 
From off the top of Fame's immortal scroll, 
Though winged Time a thousand cycles roll, 
And drank a bumper to his bonnie Jean, 
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Who was no sluttish, randie-fisted Moll, 

But just a sonsie, kind, guid thrifty queen, 

And to the Bard she proved a faithful bosom-freen. 

And ye, my brothers o' the Haggis Club, 

What though our bard, to gold no miser grub. 

Through spretty fields his shining plougshare drave, 

When, like the auld Greek in his famous tub, 

To empty greatness he no flattery gave ; 

And proud oppression from his scathing snub, 

Crept like a whipp'd hound to his dungeon cave ; 

And through him Freedom felt her heart more brave, 

With anarchy no longer roused the mob, 

But loyal stood to stem invasion's wave ; 

And superstition felt his deadly stab, 

Which, from her fetters loosed the fear-bound slave ; 

And bigotry in gloom no longer thrave — 

His biting wit, the zealot weel could drub ; 

And from hypocrisy the holy robe he rave, 

And to the world exposed the canting knave ; 

And honest worth, in sorrow's sable robe, 

With heart-felt sighs and many a choking sob, 

Wept out her anguish o'er her poet's grave. 



ADDRESS TO A REDBREAST, 

ON SEEING ONE THE PICTURE OF MISERY IN A SNOWSTORM. 

■\ 1 T^EE ruddy-bosom' d, bonnie bird, 
^^ At thy distress my heart is stirr'd, 
O ! hast yon Powers wha never err'd 

Abandon'd thee. 
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Cauld on that deep snaw-smother'd yird 

To starve and dee. 

Poor thing ! thou haps in abject woe, 
While round thee snaws still furious blow, 
No leafy shelter dost thou know 

In glen or wood. 
Nor thee the niggard fields bestow 

Thy slender food. 

The ills, puir birdie, thou maun thole 
Wad move to grief the sternest soul, 
Since winter from his icy pole 

Still lingering lasts. 
And thro' the naked forests howl 

His blauding blasts. 

The sober autumn passing mild 
The trees o' leafy honours spoiled, 
Thus hungry, bieldless, and exiled, 

Thou fled to seek 
A shelter firom the tempests wild 

O* winter bleak. 

Wi' ruefu' e'e thou saw the wast 
Presagin' dark the comin' blast, 
And when the snaws fell thick and fast 

Owre hill and lea. 
Thou thither fled wi' trusting breast 

And fearless e'e. 

But thee bread-mools we'll kindly gie, 

Our roofs shall scouge thee cosilie, 

16 
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Thy scarlet breast and slae-black e'e 

Are dear to a*, 

And welcomed aye where ere thou'll flee, 

At cot or ha*. 



For since the orphan-babes lay dead, 
Unburied in the forest's shade, 
The weans' wee ballet nane hae read 

But weel believes 
The tender robins owre them spread 

The forest leaves. 



THE BEGGAR MAN. 

01 Poortith cold. 
Thy mean privations make thee gloomy-souFd, 
An empty cupboard and a flreless grate, 
Rag-patch'd attire. How man bewails his fate 
"When pair'd with thee. Thou pinch'd, shrunk, shrivell'd wretch. 
Racks resignation to the snapping stretch 
To howl at Providence. 

Tj^RAE door to door his bread he seeks 
"■• Wi* visage pale and wasted cheeks. 
His auld coat brusted T the steeks, 

Threadbare and torn, 
And patches stitch'd upon his breeks 

He lang hath worn. 
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Cauld poverty he doth embrace, 
Stark misery stares him in the face, ^ 
By age he moves wi' creeping pace, 

By want he pines. 
And easy on his brow you trace 

The furrow'd lines. 

He stops and taps at a' the doors, 
Wr piteous whine a crust implores, 
And in their ears a tale he pours 

Of a' his trials, 
But curt rebuffs he oft deplores 

And cauld denials. 

Thus forced to beg thro' desperate need, 
And scarce a hole to shield his head, 
He hast a lang acquaintance made 

Wr poortith's ban, 
And doth a doolfu' moral read 

His fellowman, 

Gies thoughtless youth a fearful warning. 
While fiush'd wi' health in life's gay morning, 
And keen enjoyment's passion burning 

Thro' folly's wooin', 
Ne'er vice's flowery path to turn in 

That leads to ruin. 

Ye wha in wisdom wiser grow, 
Unstain'd your virtue's virgin-snow, 
His feeble frailty canst thou know 

Its fell undoin*, 1 

Which brought him thus so poorly low 

To wretched ruin. 
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And scorn him not, ye prudes of thrift, 
Tho' poor and destitute he's left, 
Remember 'tis an honest shift 

To beg his bread, 
Yea ! better far than Uve by theft 

And miser greed. 

He wanders on, poor hapless wretch, 
Nae smile can he frae fortune catch, 
Nae joy to him this life can fetch. 

But want and woe, 
Till death his icy hand shall stretch, 

And lay him low. 



FOURTH EPISTLE TO ALEXANDER WALLACE, 

CROOK OF DEVON. 

nPHY kind-rememb'ring, bauld epistle 
"*" Made me, guid sir, to fidge and fissle. 
And cock my head a wee thocht higher. 
And kindle up my rhymin' fire. 
To gie thee back my gratitude ; 
For what hae they, the poet brood. 
But gie their freens and patrons thanks, 
For they've nae dealings wi' the banks. 
My birse wi' anger up wad bristle, 
And mak a crabtree stick to whistle 
About his lugs, the critic tyke. 
That sets himsel' its fauts to pyke. 
Nae doot it cam straucht firae thy heart, 
Unfrozen by the frost of art ; 
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Nae pert conceits its numbers swell, 

By honest humble like thysel ; 

Thy village in a rural nook 

Where Devon, like a shearer's hook, 

Bends round a crook sae bonnilie, 

Syne toddles wastlins to the sea. 

Her kirks, her smiddie, and her mill, 

And public house that sells a gill, 

To see folks wadna wear their brogues, 

And come lang miles owre muirs and bogs. 

'Tis no for that sic fame she kens, 

Nor Devon rumbling through his glens, 

'Tis thou that's thrown, by thy far fame, 

A halo round the hamlet's name. 

Thy Laird^ thy Mag^ thy Kate Dalrymple^ 

While Devon's crystal waters wimple, 

The/U bring to thee a hearty fame, 

And spread owre Scotland braid thy name. 

There's no a ploughman i' the land, 

But taks them in his horny hand. 

And pours owre them, in keen delight, 

In's bothy on a winter night. 

Nae herd when keen upon their pages 

Shall mind the slaps in dykes and hedges, 

Where a' the kye led by the bill 

May roam owre fenceless fields at will 

The country lass, snug by the fire. 

Though loud her kye rowte in the byre. 

If she peruse thy tales sae famous 

They'll have to wait, th' impatient crummies. 

I'm own'd by Fife, and proud to tell. 

And thou'rt a Fife-man tae thysel' ; 

They bodies in the Lothians three 



i 
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Cast on Fife-folk a scomfu' e'e, 
They say they're sly, the cattle tae, 
Their hens ne'er cackle when they lay, 
Their dogs aye bite before they bark, 
They downa scarce gae Fife-folk wark. 
But what means a' this senseless fyke. 
There's ill folks aye, gang where you like ; 
Sae we'se ne'er mind, but cock our bannet. 
And sing auld Fife in mony a sonnet ; 
Her Lothian foes may e'en gae whistle, 
We'se to her stick aye like a mussel ; 
Her Lomonds cock their taps as high 
As their proud Pentlands in the sky. 
And jist as heavy craps o' com 
Frae aff her fertile fields are shorn. 
And faith, she brags her men o' note, 
As bright as e'er the Lothians got : 
Hae they a bard o' rhymin* lear 
Wi' Anstefs Tennant to compare ; 
The preachers o' auld Reekie's kirks 
Wi' Chalmers are but menseless stirks ; 
Her artists wi' their tinting labours 
Wi' Wilkie are but signboard daubers ; 
Frae Almond to the wand'ring Nith 
Hae they a sage like Adam Smith ; 
Even Scott ne'er tauld in a' his gloiy 
With thee, my friend, as guid a story ; 
The sanct-named toon o' ancient date, 
The famous eccles'astic seat 
O* Popery in her palmy days. 
Beats Embro's schools in learning's ways. 
The times are changed since thy young days. 
And folks now laugh at auld folks' ways, 
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But they had aye a kindly heart, 

And social play'd a friendly part 

Wi' open hospitable breast 

They gave the weary wand'rer rest, 

The poor unpension'd sodger wight 

Aye gat a shelter for the night. 

The roving chapman wi' his pack 

They made it lighter for his back ; 

And sage Prudence, wisely guided, 

Saw them for winter weel provided. 

The reekit roof that creek'd and dirPd, 

By winds that shook the wintry world, 

Wi' meikle hams o' bacon hung. 

And on the gauntrees to the bung 

A barrel stood o' home-brew'd ale, 

And souple scones o' barley meal, 

And cowmilk kebbucks i' their pantry, 

And stores o* guid potatoes plenty, 

And they upon a winter nicht 

Around the ingle blinkin' bricht, 

Wi* their near neibours a' wou'd gather, 

And spend the nicht wi' ane anither. 

They shuffled out the pack o' cartes. 

And sangs they sang and cheer'd their hearts ; 

The tatie-pat hung on the crook, 

The auld wife spinnin' i' the neuk. 

The collie curl'd on the hearth. 

The playful baimies' guileless mirth. 

There shaw*d a blink o' Heaven on earth. 

And O I how merry was the scene 

On weird, romantic Hallowe'en, 

When buirdly chields and lasses snod 

Below the low-roof d, thatch'd abode 
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Explored wi* bold prophetic e'e 

The mysteries dark o* destinie. 

And when the auld year breath'd his last, 

And on the roll o* time had past, 

The new ane gat a welcome canty 

Wi' roarin' fun and groanin' plenty. 

But now the guid auld times are gane, 

What bard but sighs for them again, 

For Poesy, Heaven-aspiring maid. 

She'll soon be numbered wi* the dead, 

Hard Fact now bauds her in his grips, 

And baith her angel-wings he clips, 

And now for gold there's nocht but glaumin' 

And bendin' low the knee to Mammon. 

Alas ! the hollow, fraudful times, 

When riches gild a thousand crimes. 

Ne'er mind, my friend, tho' we be poor, 

And poortith ne'er shou'd mak us sour ; 

Tho' nae crown on our forehead shines, 

Nor royal fur our feckat lines, 

We've nodding laurels on our head 

That ne'er shall dow tho' we be dead ; 

And hae nae handle to our name. 

We've still, more dear, poetic fame. 

I've got sae fine a rhymin' heat on 

That my poor Pegasus is sweatin', 

Sae I maun rest the jaded beastie, 

Then back some rhymin' ware thou'll haste me. 

And I shall tak my grey-goose feather, 

And rhyme thee aflf anither blether. 
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EPISTLE TO ALEXANDER STEILL, 

SCHOOLMASTER AND POET. 

TAEAR Steill, thy pow wi' knowledge stor'd 
^^ Can me the sweetest feast afford, 
Tho' authors' wracks maun be deplor'd 

Wr weeping e'e, 
The goosequill owre the bluidy sword 

Aye bears the gree. 

Tho' fame her trump blaws loud and lang. 
And poets weave in deathless sang 
Heroic deeds, yet O ! gae hang 

A' bluidy brulzies, 
Gie me the pen's achievements sprung 

By midnight ulzies. 

Your warly reptile, cauld and clammy, 
Care-wither'd, shrunken like a mummy. 
His thiefy fingers somewhat -gummy 

At scartin' gear. 
The wretch maun sit a tongueless dummy 

'Mong men o' lear. 

The creature at his scanty leisure 

Frae authors' wreat receives nae pleasure. 

Their walth o' prose and rhymed measure 

He'll e'en despise. 
But hugs his bags o' shining treasure, — 

His joy o' joys I 
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He lumber trash thinks printit books, 
Craz'd Fancy's dreams, Castalian brooks, 
PapSrrian scrolls, frae musty nooks 

Auld charter-writs 
And Greek parchments wad gie to cooks 

And chandler-cits. 

Horner^ Aristophanes^ Alcestis^ — 

But stop ! no more, how great the list is ; 

Greek-bards that gie us learfiil feasties, 

Their parchments yellow, 
O ! horror, tempering baking pasties 

And wrapping tallow. 

O ! cash, we poets, tho' fortune scrimp us. 
And Venus' jauds and Bacchus tempt us, 
Yon famous nymphs near Jove's Olympus 

Can gie us pleasure, 
Compared with which, O ! miser grumpus, 

How poor thy treasure. 

Thy glitfring heaps o' yellow mintage, 
Rak'd by rack-rents and large percentage, 
Thy spendthrift heir by dice or vintage 

May air the treasure, 
For a' thy mean penurious stintage 

O' earthly pleasure. 

Thou'U aiblins haunt thy auld ha'-chaumer, 

And by pale Phoebe's silver shimmer 

Thou'U clutch thy hair, shriek, gibbering yaumer. 

Rail on thyself, 
And desp'rately howl at the glamour 

O' cursed pelf 
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Ye bookless louts, dunghills and ditches 
Compose your cracks, ye learless wretches ; 
Your dungeon-souls ne'er felt the snatches 

O' keen delight 
Which bookful knowledge always fetches 

The sons o' light. 

O ! fools, in fogs o' dulness lost, 
May ilka kirkyard-haunting ghost, 
And ugsome-shapes, the horrors boast 

A hideous plenty, 
Troop frae the hot Tartarean coast 

And ever haunt ye. 

May Nickieben and a* his witches 
Dance hornpipes in your toom pouches, 
And imps, the wee mischievous wretches, 

Unstool your boddams, 
Your noses gie some tweaks and twitches 

And pinch your droddums. 

By your benighted dark condition. 
Thro' that hell's hag, ca'ed superstition, 
You'll be weel-lear'd in the tuition 

O' her black college. 
Then seek, O ! owls, wi' blear'd contrition. 

The ways o* knowledge. 

(jourmands, gross-faced like haggish Hecates, 

Wi' eyes that roll in rheumy sockets. 

And fleshy chouks hung doon like pockets. 

And wames like puncheons, 
Maist like to rive your sarks and feckets 

By huge extensions. 
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On fricassee and olio hashes, 

And meats served up in trencher-dishes, 

What trenching sowps and mangling gashes 

Ye monsters mak'. 
But on book-lear ye near were fashous 

To spend a plack. 

! may some Powt to brutish phases 
Change your gross shapes and ill-faur*d graces, 
Goat-beards, ox-hoofs, boar-snouts, ape-faces. 

Ye gluts assume, 
And howl in Satyr-haunted places 

Till crack o' doom. 

But may instruction's heroes thrive. 
In nature's secrets deeper dive, 
And at fell superstition drive 

A truceless struggle, 
Till ne*er a trace on earth survive, 

O' ghaist or bogle. 

By buskins, socks, Apollic scrolls, 
By bardic lear o' laurell'd polls. 
Strophes, antistrophes, tropes, hyberboles, 

In friendship's twine, 

1 Steill, thou first o' weel-lear*d souls. 

Am ever thine. 

Thy cracks, lear-feasts gowd near can buy, 
Illume my soul with Attic joy, 
Thy eloquence can never cloy 

My glamoured ear, 
But make the hours unnoticed fly 

Till dawn appear. 
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TO A WOODLAND PRIMROSE. 

O WEET floweret, herald of the spring, 
^ I here thy praise shall sweetly sing, 
There bending o'er thee, thickening hing,^ 

The hawthorn boughs. 
And chilly on thy petals cling 

T{ie morning dews. 

Let crimson roses richly blaw, 
And tulips bend their cups fu* braw, 
And lilies sprout in glen and shaw 

Fu* bonnilie. 
Esteemed art thou aboon them a*, 

Fair flower to me. 

Tho* not in flaunting beauty spread, 
Nae far sweet-smelling fragrance shed. 
Yet still thou lifts thy yellow head. 

Sweet-peeping from 
Thy native moss-enamelFd bed. 

In modest bloom. 

Thou keps the dews, besprinkled free, 
When rosy morning opes her e*e, 
The hoary blossomed hawthorn tree, 

There bending low, 
Becomes a sheltering bield to thee 

When tempests blow. 

There on the hillock's grassy brow 
Thou'U bloom the sprightly season thro'; 
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'Neath cloudless skies o' aerial blue 

And sunshine fairi 

And Nature's beauties, not a few, 

Surround thee there. 

Besides thee blooms the wild briar rose, 
And there the bumie wimpling flows, 
Here violets blue their sweets disclose, 

There daisies keek 
Wi* bosoms purer then the snows 

Of winter bleak. 

Bloom on, sweet flower, thou truly art 
An emblem of the lowly heart, 
That equal bears aflliction's smart 

Frae Him on high, 
As weel as when wild transports dart 

The thrill of joy. 



I 



THE FARMER^S PRAYER. 

r\ \ THOU wha wons the heavens on hie, 
^^ In great distress thy servant see. 
For, L— d, 'tis hard to patient be 

And say Amen 
And a* my craps maist like to dee 

For lack o' rain. 

And, L — d, I see, distressed and sour. 
That cursed flee my neeps devour, 
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And my potatoes, L — d, a shower 

Are wantin* sair, 
For ne'er a drap as wat the stour 

This month and mair. 

Last hairst, O ! L — d, thou did bestow 
As muckle as the earth could grow, 
But market prices they gat low. 

Which a' may guess 
Had plunged us farmers into woe 

And great distress. 

"Thou toom'd, O ! L — d, frae plenty's horn 

As braw a crap as e'er was shorn, 

Frae bye-gane hairsts ne'er twice the corn 

And twice the stray, 
But, L— d, thou kens how we did mourn 

In sinfu' wae. 

There was enough for man and beast. 
But, L — d, thou kens we never ceas'd 
To grudge and carp wi' troubled breast 

And sour-milk face, 
'Cause on the markets wasna rais'd 

A famine price. 

Not for my will, but please Thy ain, 

L — d, send ere lang guid showers o' rain. 

And then thy servant ne'er again 

Shall grudge or grumble, 
But on Thy Providence remain 

Aye patient humble. 
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L — d, may my ploughmen hae nae fykes 
To gang the gaet owre styles and dykes, 
Lest thae toon-bodies' cursM strikes 

Their heads get in, 
And then, O ! L — d, the clout'ry tykes 

Wad raise a din. 

For, L — d, thy servant maun confess, 
I moil and toil them waur nor beas ; 
And try to mak their fees aye less 

Ilk arlin'-fair. 
But, L — d, thou kens wi' rent and cess 

Am rakit sair. 

L — d, may my workers bow their backs, 
And ne'er pit aff their time wi* cracks. 
And may my yaird be fou* o' stacks 

And nane be lost ; 
Preserve my bings frae thieves* attacks 

And winter frost 

And when the gudewife ca's her kirn, 
May a* the cream to butter turn, 
And may the milk when she shall yim 

A' turn to curd ; 
L— d, keep the rabbits frae my com 

And every bird. 

My leathren tackle, thou'U remark, 
Is weel-patch'd, like a beggar's sark; 
But, L — d, thou kens that sadlers' wark 

Is cursed dear, 
Tho* I hae pe/d them mony a mark 

This thretty year. 
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L — d, let nae tinkler steal my sheep, 
But frae my toon the vagrants keep, 
May smiths' and millers' wark be cheap, 

And farriers* fees ; 
L — d, let nae youngster steal a neep 

Or hash my pease. 

I pray thee, L— d, on bended knees. 
To keep my cattle frae disease ; 
And when I sell the weel-fed beas' 

At tryst or fair, 
May I get thretty pounds a-piece, 

Or something main 

And keep the brutes frae breakin' fences, 
For, L — d, I dread and grudge expenses ; 
And than that horrid time advances 

My laird to pay, 
L — d, may I keep my sober senses 

That waesome day. 

When I before the factor dole 
The yellow darlings o' my soul, 
And ten-pound notes I will unroll 

Wi' trembling hands, 
L — d, nerve my heart wi' firm control 

For fear it rends. 

L — d, haud me aye within Thy care. 

And bless me weel wi' earthly gear. 

And send us nae mair weather fair 

But plumps o' rain,. 

And a' the glory Thou shalt share. 

Amen, amen. 
17 
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LINES 

ON SEEING BARRY SULLIVAN ACT " OTHELIX) '* AT THE 

GAIETY THEATRE, GLASGOW. 

/^H, Sullivan ! thou acts that part indeed, 

^-^ The mad*ning agony of the jealous Moor. 

Poor wrong'd Othello ! what pangs of rage 

Tore thy mad bosom at the false-told tale 

Of Desdemona's faithlessness to thee, 

By that smooth fiend in human guise, 

Obscene lago ! The loss of gold 

Can give the loser much uneasiness, 

But prudent thrift, and double-taxed toil. 

The loss redeem. The skilful leech, 

With drugs and balsams, stops the march of death ; 

But, O ! irreparable loss, no toil gives back — 

O ! cruel wound, no balsam e'er can heal, 

Is thine, poor cheated heart, that pours 

The golden treasure of thy dearest love 

Upon the faithless wretch of womankind. 

O, woman 1 fathomless mystery, insolvable riddle — 

Angel or devil — ^to the last extreme 

Of love or hate. Sweet as a seraph's smile, 

Constant as the virtuous dove, pure as snow, 

Kind and gentle as the dews of eve — 

Such are thy angel parts. The demon's these : 

Cruel as the hungry grave, false as hell. 

Inconstant as the winds, deep in strategy 

As is the unsounded sea. From first to last 

The pride, the glory, and the curse of man. 
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CALLER HERRIN'. 

T ET saumon thro* the surges soom, 

•*— ' And haddocks, mark'd wi' Peter's thoom, 

And sprats in shoals at night illume 

The crested waves, 
And crabs and labsters haunt the gloom 

Of ocean's caves, 

And spattM trouts, the river's pride, 
Thro' clear deep linns like arrows glide. 
And souple eels deep-boring hide 

Among the slime, 
I winna seek them frae their tide 

Or limpid stream. 

But gie me frae the cadger's creels 
The bonnie fish wi' forkit tails, 
And green and silver-shining scales, 

My hearty sairin*, 
For better fish nae cadger sells 

Then caller herriti. 

Let Frenchmen dine on snails and frogs, 
And Englishmen on stot3 and hogs, 
And Pat among Ould JrelaruTs bogs 

Potatoes fare on ; 
But fill puir hungry Scotchmen's cogs 

Wi' caller herriti. 
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Fam'd Feigusson, the lawyer chid, 
The caller oysters praises weel ; 
Altho' wi' him I may not speel 

To fame's proud cairn. 
Yet I shall rhjrmin* praises deal 

On (xUler Jierrirl, 

O ! what a grand and glorious sight, 
To see them on a moonlight night 
niume the dark-green surges bright 

While fast they steer on. 
And sea-maws cram their bellies tight 

Wi' caller herrtn\ 

And Fife her hardy fishers pours 

In haste fi-ae her toon-peopled shores, 

They scud alang wi* plashing oars 

And soon return, 
Their boats near sinkin' wi' the stores 

O' caller herrin\ 

Ilk cadger then his lungs inflates, 
And loudly roars them thro' the streets. 
And wives rush out firae doors and gates, 

Nae siller sparin', 
To buy braw bonnie heapit plates 

O' caller herrin\ 

Ilk frugal wifie, clean and spruce, 

Her weel-greas'd pan shall then produce. 

And kittle up the dancin' lowes, 

And clap it thereon, 
S3me savoury smells salute our nose 

Frae caller herrin\ 
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She then before puir hungry carles 
In plates the weel-fried herrin' hurls; 
Wi* barley-scones and aitmeal farles 

They tak' their sairin*, 
E*en till their wames are bent like barrels 

O* cal/er herriii. 

To see them lie it cheers my heart 
Within some drucken cadger's cart, 
For neither lunch nor fine dessert 

ril gri'en or gim, 
As lang's I hae a groat to part 

On caller herrin\ 

When winter-winds the forest dirl, 
And snaw-drifts in circles whirl, 
Puir fo*k can let them howl and snarl 

If they've a store in 
C guid potatoes and a barrel 

O' sautit herritC, 

O ! Thou that gifts on mankind pours, 
Wi* finny tribes the ocean stores, 
A humble mortal Thee implores 

Wi' ernest darin', 
To send aye round auld Scotland's shores 

Broad shoals o' herriri. 
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THE CADGER TO HIS ASS. 

TT AE, munch thy aits, auld blither Neddy^ 
"*■ -*■ For I maun tak' my bonny cuddy, 
And get thee shod at yonder smiddie 

Upo' the brae. 
For thou hast lost upo' the roadie 

Thy fore-fit shae, 

Puir beast, we lang hae wrocht thegither. 
And warsFd weal wi' life's rough weather,. 
A peck o' aits and pickle fother 

Is a' thy wage, 
Wi* what, puir beast, thou likes to gather 

At dyke or hedge. 

When girse or thrissel-taps thou croppit. 
The cart I wad thou never coupit. 
Thy grey auld hide I seldom whip it 

Tho' thou be slow, 
But wi* thy lang lugs backlins sloppit 

Thou snooves awa. 

Wi' ony horse thou'll tak' a load. 
And wi' 't thou'U face the steyest road, 
And ne'er at broken slaps thou stood 

Wi' reivish heed, 
But tawie, canny on thou trod 

Wi' cautious speed. 

Ne'er aff at nae jog-trot thou clatters, 
And ne'er thro' jaupy dubs thou splatters,. 
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Thy ain dour gate in tumspike matters 

Thou maks a law, 
Scarce stap aside e*en for thy betters, 

A coach and twa. 



Before I gat thee, brither Ned, 
I tried the rag and candy trade, 
My auld wheel-barrow fine arra/d 

Wr paper-flags, 
And when I cried the bairnies sped 

Wi' banes and rags. 

The candy-barrow pey'd sae weel. 
That fortune's road I thocht to speel, 
Sae I lugg*d out my hugger-heel 

O' groats and pennies, 
And coft thee frap a tinkler-chiel' 

For three gowd guineas. 

And troth, thou lookit spank and smarty, 
Yok'd in thy braw new-pentit cartie, 
And thro' the kintra crouse and heartie 

We took the gate, 
And tho* the roads were rough and clarty 

We ne'er were beat 

Thou brocht the cot-foTc bowls and luggies, 
For which they bartered eggs and chuckies, 
And whyles distill'd amo' the craggies, 

Tho' somewhat risky, 
A cum o* wee sax-gallon keggies 

O* smuggled whisky. 
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These were the days when I had plenty 
O' bankit cash and stockit pantry, 
And thou ne'er fand thy stable scanty 

O' aits and strae ; 
But ah ! that drink to wrack has sent me, 

And meikle wae. 

But this I wish, my honest brither, 
That death will lay us baith thegither, 
For ! puir beast, I hae this swither, 

Gif thou shall lose mCi, 
Thou aiblins no get sic anither 

To kindly use thee. 



THE FORESTERS' JAUNT TO KENNET. 

'T'O the green woods o' Kennet our Foresters strode) 
-^ And pleasantries spreading round Burleigh's abode 
Green sashes o' silk on their braid shouthers lay, 
And braw feather'd hats on their heads cockit gay, 
And braw hunting horns hung doon by their bench, 
Whose horrible rowts wad hae frichten'd the French, 
And gowd-tinsell'd brats hung their breeches before, 
And stars on their breasts like bold warriors they wore — 
Some lang-shankit boar-spears did haud i' their grip, 
Though they ne'er got a hog for to stab i' the hip ; 
Frae John o' Groat's house to the Tweed's silver floods, 
-JIae mair the rough grunters rin wild in our woods. 

|ben they pass'd through the streets in their gaybuskit 




The Foresters^ Jaunt to Kennet. 26$ 

High up at the windocks look'd out the fair lasses, 
And runkled and gruesome as Beezlebub's witches 
Auld wives keekit out in their sow-backit mutches ; 
And grey-headed carles on cummocks stood prappit, 
And close to the door-cheeks their bowbacks they clappit, 
The auld doitit bodies were anxious to see 
The gay buskin'd brithers o' green forestrie. 
Our Foresters march'd now on drowsy Clackmannan, 
And cam* on the folks like a shot frae a cannon, 
In tongueless amazement they glower'd and they gaippit, 
And praise frae their lips on the braw lads escaipit. 
Now doon the lang lane, wi* the drum at their head, 
And a troop at their tail, merry onward they ga*ed. 
When they march'd up the road to his lordship's big house. 
Who boasts o' the name and the bluid o' the Bruce, 
The lang-horn'd, shaggy, wee black Hielant cattle 
They hotch'd and they ran in a gallopin* brattle, — 
In their looks consternation his terrors did pent, 
They wonder*d, poor brutes, what the devil it meant 
Now Kennet's young laird frae the ha* stappit out, 
A strappin' fine fallow, baith stalwart and stout, 
And his fair-haired lady stood close by his back. 
At the lang-rankit wjoodmen he lookit and spak : — 
" My bosom beats proud o* your visit to-day, 
And freely I grant you the freedom to stray 
Through the grounds o* my garden your eesicht to sair, 
• O* ripe hanging fruits and the flowers bloomin* fair, 
Then to yon big park, on the sheep-nibbled swaird, 
There dance till ye're weary," quoth Kennefs guid laird. 
Then up struck the band wi* " the Auld House o* Cask,*' 
And like a gleg cooper that chaps round a cask 
The music ga'ed round a* the Foresters* hearts. 
And onward they strode at its soul-stirring parts. 
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They roam'd through that garden, its wonders to view, — 

There tropical plants in the greenhouses grew. 

And a sturdy auld tree, thrawn, gnarUd, and queer, 

There warsled the storms for sax hunder year. 

Then on the green 'pasture their revels began, 

Though Time to them granted a niggardly span ; 

Now auld Tilly's minstrels their trumpets did blaw, 

And Foresters danced, and their feathers an' a' 

Bobbit up as they lap through the auld Scottish reels, 

And lifted sae canty their quick-tripping heels, — 

And stirr'd by the music the birkies gat crouse. 

And wheeFd round the lassies o* Kennet's big house. 

Our Foresters, buskit like gay cavaliers, 

Staw the hearts o' they lassies, God bless the sweet dears,— ^ 

Around the fair creatures wee Cupid did flee, 

And mony love-bolts in their bosoms shot he. 

Now laddies wad rin for a saxpence or mair, 

O* their boots and their stockings their legs they made bare f 

A Forester stood for a stout winnin' post. 

But soon aff his noddle his beaver was toss'd, — 

For they screw'd him around like a fiddler's pin 

In their fleet-footed fury the race for to win. 

But days they get short at the close o' September, 

And our Forester heroes the fact did remember ; 

Reluctant they left aiF their sports and their pranks, 

And marshalled like sodgers, they stood i' their ranks ; 

And their braw-paintit flag to the winds did unfiurl, 

And the sticks strak the drum, and the cornets did skirL 

Again Kennet's laird stood at the ha'-door, 

And the Foresters wished him to join in their core ; 

But he doubted the privilege he ne'er could enjoy — 

A brother he was o' the mystical tie, 

And if he had mair he wad get little sleep, 
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For secrets frae women were kittle to keep. 

But they swung round their hats, and wi' wide-gapm' jaws 

Gied the laird and his lady sax hearty hurrahs, 

Then marched down the coachroad and hameward they 

steer'd, 
Weel pleased wi' the kindness they gat frae the laird. 
May God bless him aye and his fair lady baith, 
Wi' rosy-faced health till they lie doon in death 
At a patriarch age o' towmonds fourscore, 
And gie them aye plenty in basket and store, — 
The cellar weel-stockit wi' bottles o' brandy, 
And fine-flavoured stuff frae the vines o' Burgundy ; 
And aye hae a sheep and a meikle fat hirsel, 
That huge creeshy rounds on the roaster may birsle ; 
And night-prowling Reynard ne'er sneak to the roost, 
That ne'er a fat hen frae their larder be lost ; 
Black Devon aye yield them a fine caller saumon, 
And rich grapy bunches frae yaird-delvin' Lamont, 
A Forester stoutly, a man and a brither, 
He wou'd want e'en himsel for to gie to anither, 
And on his Scotch face he has honesty printit— 
Wi* sic a guid chield I'll be farder acquaintit ; 
I shall trudge on shanks' naig ere we get a new moon, 
And ca' at his cottage some Saturday soon. 



THE BALL AND MUSICAL FEAST, 

HELD BY THE 3rd COMPANY OF CLACKMANNANSHIRE 

VOLUNTEERS, IN THE CO-OPERATIVE HALL, 

ALLOA, ON MARCH 7, 1 87 9. 

"WESTREEN, triumphant in the Grocers' Hall, 
-*• The god of music gave a tuneful treat, 
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And tuned his strings, and gave a merry ball 
To valiant warriors and their lasses neat ; 

To put more mettle in the dancers' feet, 

Care-killing Bacchus toom'd his whisky store, 

And served cups steaming with a fragrant heat, 
Of that brown fruit from Martinico's shore. 

Before gay pleasure spread her rosy wings, 

Up rose the Captain o' the Rifle Core — 
Said speeches whyles were dry and tiresome things, 

So he wad just that gathering bring before 
The staff o' singers for the evening splore. 

And wished nae noise or loudly-muttered talk ; 
And paper bags that held the dainty store, 

He hoped nae younker wad attempt to crack. 

But weel-behaved sat us, we feasted folks. 

Though thickly spread before the Chairman's search, 
And munch'd the guid things in our paper-pocks ; 

And though without blew cauld the winds o* March, 
Lest perspiration's beads shou'd haply perch 

Thick on our brows and doon our noses fa', 
And thowe frae white shirt fronts the glossy starch, 

And mak' auld fat wives for to pant and blaw. 

Quick from his seat considerate Gavin sprung, 

Ere from an orange he had scoop'd the rind. 
And straucht he gaed to get the windocks swung 

To give an ingress to the breezy wind ; 
Our hero tugg'd, and desp'rately he grinn'd. 

The windock held, and baffled Gavin had doubts 
The string wad snap, but ah ! the next he pinn'd, 

Then took his seat amid victorious shouts. 
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Now her rich voice Buchanan fully strain'd 

Ax. Jessies Dream — a sweet and plaintive sang, 
By Doon the Burn fair Williamson enchain'd, 

With raptured bliss, the eager list'ning throng, 
And at the close what thundering plaudits rang, 

Which told her pow'r the human heart to move ; 
Killarney^s Lakes now modest Ewart sung, 

Which a sweet sangster did her fully prove. 

Now gallant Harvey felt his bosom rouse 

At Nelsoris Death ; while Bowie sang so bpld 
The changing parts ; and Napier The Auld Houses 

Its pathos triird ; and Bugler Cousin told, 
In tuneful numbers, Englana^s Flag of Oldy 

How bold it fluttered in the ocean breeze ; 
And Muil, in spectacles, Ka-foozle-um troll' d, 

And thump* d his fingers on the rankit keys. 

Now Falconer sang how England's guard-ship rides 

In naval pomp upon the ocean wave, 
How boom'd the thunder from her oaken sides, 

And sank her French foes to a watery grave, 
And from the galley loosed the rowing slave. 

And made the pirate strike his ghastly flag. 
And chased the smuggler to his sea-worn cave, — 

The glorious annals of her fame can brag. 

His war-like noddle, grizzled grey with age. 

Bold Sodger Jimmock now was coax'd to strut. 

And act in sang upon the boarded stage 
The Drummer Boy, and he mimick'd it pat, 

Rattled the drumsticks wi' a loud rat-tat — 
Stalked like a gamecock wi' a measured beat, 
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Which shook the house, and back the veteran gat, 
He breathless fail'd, and we were wae to see't. 

But what though failure tore his laurel-wreath ? 

The ag^d hero do not dare to scoff, 
Ye waggish pack, for age is scant o* breath 

And afttimes troubled wi* a racking cough. 
Though he, breath-beaten, from that stage walk'd off. 

Beneath his arm the rebel butchers fell, 
And chased the Russians from the Malakoff, 

The hard-won honours on his breast can tell 

Now rose brave Harvey at the chiefs desire. 

And fondly hoped his gallant lads wad stand 
" Around their much-loved Isle a wall of fire," 

And drive the proud invader from the land ; 
And said Auld Britain couldna craw so grand 

To check the encroachments of the Russian Bear, 
If Volunteers were not at her command. 

Which fechtin* sodgers gien the carlin mair. 

I hate thee, flattery, spaniel-crouching knave, 

O ! may Auld Hangie gie thy neck a wrench, 
But this o' praise I sing an honest stave, 

" Thou art a sodger, Harvey, every inch ! 
The garrulous-gabbit, puddock-eating French, 

Had thou the fortune for to face the pack, 
A fallen hero in a burial trench 

There thou wad lie ere they wad see thy back." 

The martial chairman took his legs once more, 
Made writer Wallace tak* a speeching spale, 

Who rose and said he kenn*d that doughty Core, 
If to the Cape they gat the news to sail, 
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Wad think the troop-ship was a lazy snail, 
Sae eager they wi' fear-undaunted hearts 

To fecht the naked Zulus tooth and nail, 
And gie the swarthy rogues their just deserts. 

And wish'd this project, while he kept his shanks, 

Wi' young Galashan rankit at the tap, 
To give the lads our loud applauding thanks, 

Wha pocks o' dainties in our hands did stap, 
While they stood statioi>*d at the portal-gap. 

Like apple-wives beside their market stall, 
And gat us sangsters whom we scarce wad swap 

^ ox prima donnas in a city hall! 

Now ceased the first part of the festival. 

Which toom'd the huge hall like a coupit jar 
Wi' liquor fiird, and for the coming ball 

Fast on the forms begoud a redding war ; 
Some folks crossed owre to Hielant Archie's Star, 

And boused owre pints to fructify their hearts, 
And some drank gills at Lucky Allan's bar. 

And some in cookie-shops ate pies and tarts. 

The moon was blinkin' in the silent lift. 

While on the pavements I the scene did spy, 
And found my heart-strings in a gleesome tift 

The merry revels o' that night to try; 
Though Prudence hinted I in bed should lie, 

But sleep, alas ! so much resembles death. 
And why shou'd care still mix his base alloy 

To poison life when life is but a breath ? 

Now Moir, high-thron'd, sat like a music king. 
His satellites their instruments did tune, 
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He struck the key-note on the second string. 
And they responsive strumm'd the gamut doon ; 

And bonnie maids, as brisk as floVry June, 
And sprightly youths, in scarlet tunics dad. 

Now span in waltz, now cross'd in cotillon, 
Now shook in reels the rafters overhead. 

When night's last hour the Auld Kirk bell had rung 

(For time wi' pleasure fast unnotic'd skips). 
Then frae his barrel Bacchus drew the bung, 

And drouthy chields sat guzzling brandy nips, 
And some stole kisses frae the lasses' lips, 

And assiduous wi' a tonguey din. 
Served them hot coffee in wee breakfast cups. 

And sandwich slices cuttit wondrous thin. 

Now forward strode a crambo-clinkin* chield. 

And brandish'd round a crook'd fire-chappin' aim,. 
And show'd how Bruce at Bannockbum field 

Roused on hi§ patriots to the combat stem, 
While their bold hearts impatiently did bum 

To smite the insulting tyrant to the dust. 
At which, ye riflemen, might nobly learn 

Ne'er for to let the sword of Freedom mst 

All hail ! Britannia, source where Freedom springs. 

Thou peerless empress on a mighty throne, 
And Spartan nurse of heroes and of kings. 

Sprung from the Roman, Dane, and Caledon ; 
In Victory's annals none hae brighter shone : 

A hundred battles saw thy Nelson laurell'd ; 
On Belgium's gory plains thy Wellington 

Stmck down the imperial butcher of the world. 
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Shall ye then, riflemen, like cowards hide, 

And blot her glory by ignoble stains, 
If on her shores invasion pour'd his tide. 

And spread destruction on her blood-bought plains ? 
The fire that buried within your father's veins, 

Who fearless followed and wi* Wallace fought, 
That fire, though slumbering, in your blood remains, 

Wad it be kindled if to action brought ? 

Yes, noble lads, at duty's warning call. 

Ye wou'd be ready in that awful hour 
To fence our hearths, if haply haughty Gaul 

Or Ursine Caesar wou'd invasion pour ; 
For Britain's freedom wou'd your banners soar, 

And on the folds this motto be unroll' d, 
A star of hope amid the battle's roar — 

" No despot's chains our freeborn hands shall hold" 

The fiddlers' finger-ends again were thrang. 

And music gat us in her cantraip pow'r, 
The cheery lads around the lasses span, 

And with the daffin' ne'er gat tired nor sour, 
But kept the spunk up to an early hour. 

E'en though their een gat blinkin', blear't, and blin', 
For soon they kenn'd they wad be in the roar 

O* moiling labour their hard bread to win. 

And out spoke Prudence, hot with fiery wrath : 
" O ! stop thae cursed, scraipin' fiddlesticks. 

Or else I'll dash an ice-cauld water bath 

And spean thae revellers firae their foolish tricks, 

Dancin' like daft folks near the chap o' six ! 

Wait till I get my randie hands on you, 

18 
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Ye'll catch'd for this, I wad, some cuffs and kicks ; 
Gae to the door, ye hair-brain'd glaikit crew." 

But Prudence, hold with charitable grace 

Thy bellum rude and pleasure-skelpin* blows. 
Thou sage auld housewife, with thy frugal face 

And spectacles stuck on thy ag^d nose, 
Damin' the heel-holes o' thy raggit hose — 

Must social men no merry moments hold 
Apart from care, and far apart from those 

The accursed slaves and worshippers of gold? 

Pleasure, the jaud, is like the spunkie's fire, • 

That lures the wand'rer o*er the bleak morass, 
Till down he sinks in some deep boggy mire, 

So she with vice the wanton night shall pass ; 
But if sweet innocence courts her caress. 

Then, O ! what raptures tongue can never tell ; 
Then sure the man's a melancholy ass 

That shuns the glamour o' her magic spelL 

Now ceased at last the frolics of that splore. 

And Moir slow box*d his fiddle and his bow, 
Pat on his coat; I took his hand and swore — 

" Thou art a fiddler, Moir, a second Gow ; 
Lang may thou mak* thy jinkin' elbuck go. 

And scrape the thairms wi' the rosin'd hair, 
To make the human heart forget its woe. 

And lift awhile its heavy lade o' care," 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF, 
ALEXANDER WALLACE, 

CROOK OF DEVON, AUTHOR OF "KATE DALRYMPLE," 

AND OTHER SCOTCH TALES. 

T STOOD by the grave of my auld honest friend, 

■*• While Geordie, the sexton, shooFd slowly and sure. 

And when o' the yird he had come to an end. 

He took the green turf and he happit it owre. 
Now he lies at his rest in a kintra kirkyaird, 

And his honest-won fame owre a' Scotland is spread; 
An auld mossy stane and the green-heapit swaird 

Shall tell to the stranger the spot where he's laid. 

And O ! what a spot for a poet to lie, 

Where landscapes no fairer on Scotland are found, 
Yon high Ochil Hills heave their taps in the sky, 

With the auld ruin*d keep on the high-rising mound; 
And Devon meanders thro' woods spreading green, 

By the lone shepherd's shielin' and sheep-nibbled braes. 
And yonder a glimpse o' the Lomonds is seen. 

With the isle-studded loch at their dark rocky base. 

Whem fame heard the news of the terrible blow, 

Her trumpet she dropp'd, and she sabbit and grat, 
And fairy Romance, with a heart-wringing throe, 

With her wreath-plaiting sister in sorrow she sat. 
His auld-farrant tales in the Scotch-spoken tongue. 

They doubtless shall live in the annals of fame ; 
O* the fauts o' his life, though the journey was long, 

The prudes o' douce wisdom had little to blame, 
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The mourners retired from the land of the dead 

While Geordie still shooFd in the loose-howkit earth, 
But lingering I stood where his ashes were laid, 

And I thought on our friendship, his goodness and worth ; 
The fast-welling tears in my eyes glittered clear, 

And ling'ring still left in this world a slave, 
To the joy-chaining trammels o' sorrow and care, — 

I envied his rest in the cauld silent grave. 



PETITION FOR A MONUMENT 

TO THE FOUNDER OF SCOTLAND'S INDEPENDENCE, 

KING ROBERT BRUCE. 

T 1 rHILE tow'ring piles in flatt'ry's guise 

^ ^ For laureird heroes hail the skies, 

And richly sculptured marbles rise 

Owre lordly worms, 

Engrav'd with epitaphic lies 

And crestid arms. 

And Sculptor's Greekish art adorns 
The Poets, Nature's gifted bairns, 
VVi' statues, obelisks, and urns. 

Their hallow'd graves, 
And e'en employs her shaping aims 

For sceptred knaves, 

It maks my very bluid to boil 

To think we stand on Freedom's soil, 

And never think it worth our while. 

Nor mov'd by shame. 
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To build for Bruce a standin' pile 

To mark his fame. 

Auld Scotland's bards that blaw her whistle, 
About their lives she maks nae fissle, 
But when aboon them grows her thrissel, 

A weel-plac'd mark, 
She gie's the sculptor's forming chisel 

A routh o' wark. 

Where Molly's Loch reflects the moon, 
And a* the blinkin' stars aboon, 
Her Shepherd's statue there is shown 

In rustic guise, 
While by his foot a laurel-crown 

Suggestive lies. 

And Auld Dunedin cocks her horns, 
She's piles high-pointing to the stams 
For Wilson^ Ramsay^ Scott, and Burns 

O' deathless fame. 
And mair o' Scotland's famous bairns 

I needna name. 

Her poets thus she likes to honour, 
Tho' while they lived scarce gat a denner. 
But here my wrath maun rouse upon her 

Wi' .hasty ding. 
To use in sic a thankless manner 

Her warrior-king. 

Yon rock where Forth majestic flows 
Her Wallace huge memorial shows, 
Wha wrench'd frae proud insulting foes 

Our ain dear land, 
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But nane for Bruce on Scotland's knowes 

Doth proudly stand. 

Below yon abbey's Gothic dome 
No staney structure marks his tomb, 
Say, blither Scots, are we to doom 

Our patriot's name, 
And sink in dark oblivion's gloom 

His matchless fame ? 

Lang England's Edward proved a foe. 
And spread destruction, death, and woe. 
Till Wallace laid the tyrants low 

On mony a field. 
But Bruce by one decisive blow 

Our freedom seal'd. 

Can that day frae our memory fade 
When he our dauntless warriors led, 
On Bannockburns field array* d 

Their banners rose, 
And low in gory heaps they laid 

Their country's foes ? 

Tho' yon pock-puddin's be thieveless scoffers^ 
Hae ye, O ! Scots, nae wranglin' differs, 
But freely toom your siller coffers 

For Bruce's sake, 
For O ! his memory sairly suffers 

By your neglect. 

Beyond the broad Atlantic's billows 
Are Scotland's sons, gash, honest fallows, 
The glorious deeds o' Bruce and Wallace 

Their breasts inflame. 
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And Caledonia's hills and valleys 

Are dear to them. 

Tell them your project is adrift, 
Across the wires sae prompt and swift, 
You want frae them a* helpin' lift 

The scheme to favour, 
The/ll send you gold tho' they sho'd sift 

The Frazer river. 

Tell yon true Scots that live and toil 

On far New Holland's torrid isle. 

And round her coasts proud oceans boil, 

Your noble aim, 
You'll get an ample golden pile 

Ere lang frae them. 

As grateftil brithers we'll enrol 'em, 
And build up then, in bulk and volume, 
A lofty fluted sculptur'd column 

O' lasting stane, 
Ten score o' feet, imposing, solemn, 

Excell'd by nahe. 

And fix upon the tapmbst block 
His statue, cut frae marble rock. 
In plated mail and martial cloak. 
And wielding back wi' coming stroke 

A mighty blade, 
A crown-encircled helmet cock 

Upon the head. 

Lang may it stand in stately grandeur. 
To future Scottish sons a wonder, 
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May gnawing time ne'er crumble under 

Nor scar its stanes, 

For him who nobly snapped asunder 

A tyrant's chains. 



POETICAL LETTER TO A BROTHER, 

ONE OF THE AUTHOR'S EARLIEST PRODUCTIONS. 

How fondly Age 
Looks down the vista of his numbered years 
To his young budding life, when golden shone 
The skies of Fancy, and his thoughtless Youth 
Quafifd Pleasure's cup, and left him now to drink 
Its muddy lees. 

1^1 THILE Phoebe keeks thro' muffling clouds, 
^ ^ And winds howl thro' the Cowden woods. 
And Devon swells his tumbling floods 

By heavy-dashing rains, 
And, hoarsely-roaring, onward scuds 

Thro' Dollar's haughs and plains, 

As dosing by the blinkin' fire 
Poetic thoughts my brain inspire. 
Again I tune my dormant lyre 

Beneath Apollo's gaze, 
And try to mount a little high'r 

On steep Parnassian braes. 

Thinks I, while in this rhymin' fit. 
And hours, slow-moving, onward flit, 
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.Some wreatin*-ware I weel might get 

Before I farder go, 
And on the snaw-white sheet submit 

Some lines, dear Tam, to you, 

To let you ken gude health I feel, 
And grindin* aye a pickle meal 
To farmer-folks, you ken them weel, 

A greedy, grumblin' crew, man, 
;For lumpy brose and parritch hale 

To feed their sturdy ploughmen. 

I gat belyve thy frien'ly note, 
But thee thou'll think I hae forgot, 
For lang ere this I sho'd hae wrote. 

But then thouUl me excuse 
When ance ye skelp alang this shpt 

Frae my puir hamely muse. 

Then is my brither weel and hale, 
And ready aye to sup your kail. 
And aye thy parritch-coggie sweel 

When from the yoke you lowse. 
And nichtly aye thy winkers seal 

In downy, calm repose? 

Think not thy lot be meanly vile. 

Though thou maun drudge, and sweat, and broil ; 

No ! never grumble at thy toil, 

Tho* aiblins something sair. 
But lay thy furs in bonnie style 

Wi* a ploughman's care. 
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Heaven keep thee aye frae warle's harms. 
And may some bonnie lassie's charms, 
Among the rural neibour farms, 

Thy honest heart enchain ; 
Then may the priest, ere many terms, 

By wedlock mak ye twain. 

Thou says thou*rt takin' readin' screeds 
About the Scottish hero's deeds — 
Nae Scotchman e'er that story reads 

But feels his bosom glow ; 
And down his cheeks the pearly beads 

In trickling silence flow : 

How Wallace stemm'd oppression's tide. 
And cow'd the haughty tyrant's pride, 
And how his faithful Marion died 

Ere she wou'd him betray. 
When in some cave by roaring Clyde, 

Conceal'd, her warrior lay. 

Read on, my brither, more, and taste 
The sweets o' learning's glorious feast, 
That lift the man and sink the beast. 

And that thou'U truly find ; 
For what a dreary, barren waste 

Is man's uncultured mind I 

My kind respects I send your master, 
May he ne'er meet wi' nae disaster, 
May coming autumn thickly cluster 

His yard wi' sheafy stores ; 
And braw fat oxen graze his pasture, 

And thriving sheep in scores* 
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May aye thy mistress plenty claim, 
Her kye aye shed the milken stream, 
Her cogs be crown'd inch-thick wi* cream, 

Ilk nicht and coming morn ; 
And mony a soo, near smored wi' seym, 

Their mucky styes adorn. 

When simmer brings her gowden days. 
And deeds wi' leaves the forest trees. 
And lammies skip upo* the braes 

Where Devon winding flows. 
And blackbirds chaunt their amorous lays 

At day*s calm sultry close ; 

Frae here twa days I'll seek release, 
And deck me in my Sunday fleece, 
A crown or twa my pouch shall creesh, 

Syne briskly tak' the road, 
And wander o'er the hills o' Cleish 

To visit your abode. 

Among sae mony places queer, 
Nae doot I'll hae great toil and care 
To find ye out, but then I'se speir 

Wi' my gude Scottish tongue ; 
The meeting baith our hearts shall cheer 

Your Norlan' hills among. 

Sae here I'se dicht my grey-goose feather, 
And close at yince my rhymin' blether, 
It's jist as coarse and rough as heather. 

And that you'll find, I trow ; 
Wishing, my dearest, nearest brither, 

To hear ere lang frae you. 
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ADDRESS TO THE COTTAGE, 

DOONSIDE, WHERE ROBERT BURNS WAS BORN, 
JANUARY 25, 1759. 

Upon a lone roadside that leads to Maybole toon 
Stands Robin's cot-house, near the banks o* Doon, 
Wi' twa wee windocks and its strae-thack riggin* 
And clay-bigg^d wa's» in truth a humble biggin'. 
An' farder east upon the self-same route, 
A lang Scots mile, or aiblins thereabout, 
Roofless and ruin'd, stands the ancient kirk 
Where drucken Tarn saw thro' the stormy mirk 
A troop o' witches dancin' in their sarks, 
The tale you'll find it in the Poet's warks ; 
Tho' years hae fled since its auld riggin' fell, 
Still in the gable hangs its rusty belL 

A LL hail ! thou birth-cot of the peasant-bard 
•^^ Who sweetest sang in Caledonia's strains. 
I come to thee with feelings more devout 
Then ever Moslem to his prophet's tomb 
Traversed the hot and desolated lands 
Of drear Arabia; and as I stand 
With capless brow beneath thy hallow'd roof, 
I feel emotions of unutter'd joy 
Steal thro' my soul. For say what Vandal here 
Would look around unmoved with stoic gaze 
Upon thy walls, now sacred in the eyes 
Of every Scot that with a patriot's fiije 
And enthusiasm for his country's fame 
Glows at the name of Bums ? O ! never may 
The passionless and icy-hearted wretch 
Present the rudeness of his Gothic face 
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To mock thee here. O ! blessed hour, 

My heart full-satisfied has found the goal 

Of its long-cherish* d hopes and ardent wish, 

To see thee standing in thy humble guise, 

More celebrated o'er the wond'ring world 

Then ever palace of a throned king ; 

And gallant Morley, with a soldier's grace. 

And courteous pride, points out thy famous parts. 

Thy smoky rafters and thy clay-built walls, * 

Thy jutting chimney and the old dish-rack, 

And aumry fashion'd by the poet's sire 

With rustic art ; the veritable bed 

Where first the poet's infant cry was heard 

Amid the howling of the wintry storm, 

And Doon red-swoln flow'd from bank to bank 

With sullen roar. O 1 lowly couch, 

In thee was bom a child of matchless fame. 

And genius glowing with a brighter fire 

Then in the soul of tuneful Sappho burn'd. 

Though not o'erhung with tassell'd canopy. 

Laden with cloth of gold and blazon'd arms. 

In thee was bom a prince of Nature's line. 

Who dimm'd the splendour of the brightest crown 

E'er flash'd on earth. Farewell, fam'd cot, farewell, 

Time with his finger points the hast'ning hour 

When I to other scenes must speed away : 

But O ! this day in deep remembrance set 

Shall be a green spot in the thorny wastes 

Of life's perplexing journey till my star 

Shall sink in death. Fain could I stay. 

Far from the world exil'd, and peaceful spend 

A hermit's life among yon rural shades 

Upon whose soil, behind his gentle plough, 
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The glorious peasant stalk*d with manly tread, 
And felt the fervour of his rustic muse 
Glow round his heart and fill his soul with joy. 
When spring retum'd with wildly-wand*ring steps 
Would I sojourn to fan: Montgomery's woods, 
And pluck a branchlet from the hawthorn-tree 
Beneath whose shade, in summer's flowery prime, 
The bard with raptiu*e to his bosom drew 
His long-lov'd Mary, while by his winding shore. 
Low at their feet and o'er his pebbly bed. 
With silvery tinkle, flow'd the murmuring Ayr, 
And to the roofless pile that lonely stands 
Beside the brawling Doon, where on that night 
Of mingled thunder, fire, and lashing rain. 
The drunken farmer saw with wond'ring eyes 
The devil piping to the dancing hags. 
While lidless coffins show'd the sheeted dead 
With tapers glimmering in their bony hands, 
And table laden with the horrid spoils 
Of incantations, which the beldames used 
To raise the gale and wreck the fisher's boat. 
Shake out the yellow ears, dry up the milk 
In the cow's udder, make the housewife plunge 
With bootless labour her unbutter'dchum. 
The elf-shot cattle die, and other devilish acts 
Of spiteful malice wreak'd on suffering man. 
And more embolden'd by the wondrous tale, 
Stand at the keystone of the spanning arch. 
Where Boon's dark waters rumble far below, 
Before lone midnight chimes her solemn hour, 
And with imagination startled hear 
A sound of clattering hoofs and ghostly cries, 
And by the fancied flash of aerial fire 
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Adown the narrow road with horror see 

A troop of witches, sprites, and hideous shapes, 

With fearful fury chase the fleeting mare, 

With her now-sober' d rider, crouching low, 

Upon the poor beast's neck, and looking back, 

With fear-protruding eyes and arching hair, 

To see her grey tail in the witch's grasp, 

Clutch'd, torn, and wrench'd off ere the friendly stream 

Had broke the sorcery of the devil's power. 

And to the homestead take my eager way 

Of cold Mossgiel, and tread the very field 

* Where Bums plough'd up the daisy,' yea, the very spot 

Tradition points the bard unwitting drove 

His ruthless ploughshare thro' the mousie's nest; 

And by the boulder, moss'd with lichens gray. 

Where Bums, half-tipsy, sat and talk'd with death. 

And on to Mauchline, through the Catrine woods, 

By Lugar stream, and drink a bumper-cup 

Of frothing ale below the hostel-roof 

Of Poussie Nansie, where the beggars sang 

O'er reeking cans and feasts of broken cheer. 

And for Tarbolton bend my journey round, 

And with a mason's privilege search the tome 

For one great name among the craftsmen there, — 

The king of masons, crown'd with loud acclaim^ 

Of social hearts that feel the warmest glow 

Of friendship, love, and sympathy divine 

For frailty wand'ring from sage wisdom's way. 

With unexhausted zeal I yet would take 

A thousand jolimeys to these famous spots. 

And each acquaintance find a fresh-found spring 

Of quenchless joy. Once more, famed cot, farewell ! 

And warm'd by friendship with a parting grasp, 
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I take thee, Morley, warmly by the hand, 
Thou gallant soldibr, who with dauntless fire 
Rush'd with the maddest and the bravest charge 
That e'er was tiiade upon the warlike field, 
Yet uxirewardedi by the hero's prize 
Pinn'd by Victoria on thy fearless breast 
O I scand'lous sh^mie, to find the witnesi'd act 
Of thy bold daring swamp'd by cold neglect 



THE FREEMASONS OF ALLOA'S WELCOME 

TO H.R.H. ALBERT EDWARD, PRINCE OF WALES, ON HIS PASSINa 
ALLOA STATION EN ROUTE FOR LONDON. 

O ON of our Queen, we bid thee hail ! 
^^ Though briefly be thy passing stay. 
Not with that homage, cold and stale, 

Such as the servile courtiers pay ; 
But bound in ties of masonry, 

Whose pow'r, o'er all the world made known. 
Can make the mightiest monarch lay 

Aside his sceptre and his crown. 

And recognise the humblest clown 

That gives the master hailing sign. 
Such, then, we brothers here are shown 

To knot, good Prince, our hands in thine > 
This day shall in our mem'ry shme, 

And ever move our bosom-strings. 
To be thus honour'd by the line 

And scion of a hundred kings. 



The Freemasons of A Hods Welcome. 2^^ 

Our loyal fealty to our Queen, 

Permit us humbly here to own ; 
Although in regal splendour seen 

Upon a love-supported throne, 
And with a mightier sceptre shown 

Than Macedonia's warrior sway'd, 
No pride has good Victoria known, 

But humble as a cottage maid. 

What though astute the Tudor queea 

Showed wisdom's penetrating fire, 
And could command, with stately mien, 

When, ah ! she show'd the tyrant's ire ; 
But tyranny can ne'er aspire 

Within Victoria's heart to steal. 
To trample freedom in the mire 

Beneath oppression's iron heel. 

No more yon grim, historic Tower 

Resounds the headsman's deadly blow, 
Nor holds the pining wretch no more 

The despot doom'd to hopeless woe ; 
No longer Smithfield's faggots glow 

Beneath the dying mart)rr's feet, 
For mercy crowns our monarch's brow, 

And justice props her regal seat. 

O ! may that dread Omniscient Eye 
Watch o'er thy Highness mom and e'en. 

And give thee woe-unmingled joy 
And fadeless as the myrtle green ; 

And when death smites our noble Queen, 
Tho' far, O distant, be that day. 

And a resplendent crowning scene 

Yon Gothic Abbey shall display, 

19 
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And thee King Edward they shall hail ! 

The seventh of that warlike name, 
For let Poictiers and Cressy tell 

The sire and son's heroic fame — 
Then, oh, amid the loud acclaim 

And titled rank thee fealty bow, 
May Masonry's undying flame 

Still in thy bosom brighter glow. 

May thou her watchful guardian stand. 

And round her thy protection throw, 
From persecution's bloody hand 

Who would her dearest secrets know ; 
And may thy good example grow 

To other kings a guiding star, 
The trump of war no more to blow. 

And proud ambition ever bar. 

Adieu, dear Prince, a fond adieu, 

This day will make us ever proud, 
And she, thy royal consort, too, 

So gentle, amiable, and good ; 
And with her little angel-brood 

The tender matron doth appear, 
Her pale, sweet face, tho' faintly viewed, 

'Twill be remember'd ever dear. 



TO MR. CHALMERS, BUTLER, BLAIRHILL. 

r^ OD bless, my friend, thine honest face, 
^^ For frank I ever fand thee ; 
And weel thou keeps thy honoured place 
Among the wines and brandy. 
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And screws up ticht thy temper-pegs 

To allegretto canty, 
And jist as souple on thy legs 

As thou wer*t ane-and-twenty, 

Or less this day. 

I scarce can get to seat my bum 

Within the meikle kitchen, 
When wi* a tumbler ben thou'U come, 

And in*t near hauf-a-mutchkin. 
Thou says it makes me sing fu' strong 

An auld Scotch sang wi' feelin* ; 
But up last time thou did me bung, 

And sent my head a-reelin' 

Fu' sair that nicht. 

I ken, my friend, thou meant nae ill, 

But meant me to be hearty ; 
Altho' thou over-gaug'd thy skill. 

And filled me fou' as Bartie. 
I cast my e'en up i* my head, 

Jist like a deein' pyet, 
When leaden draps have laid her dead, 

And ne'er a bite could try it 

O* meat that nicht. 

When to the prayers you ga'ed up hie. 

Ere the big door was lockit. 
You micht pat in a word for me. 

For I was near-hand croakit. 
I stacherin' strachled up the brae 

As rd been at the Cammus, 
And had been drinking there a* day, 

And crap anow*r by Tammas, 

And lay that nicht. 
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Neist day like ither fuddlin' fools 

Wha toom the stoups o' bran'y, 
In melanchol/s stagnant pools 

In drumlie mood I fan' me. 
Sair moumfii' loads wi' griefs and dools, 

My spunk no worth a penny, 
As I had rakit in the mools 

My pnir auld toothless granny 

Fu' sad that day. 

God bless sweet Blairhill lasses a', 

I wat they're winsome kimmers ; 
And bottle-corks lang may thou draw, 

Dear honest Maister Chaumers. 
I'll come and see them a' ere lang, 

If Providence it pleases, 
Ere to Sanct Andrews toon they gang 

To smell the saut-sea breezes, 

Nae distant day. 



A DOLEFU' ADDRESS TO THE YEAR 
SEVENTY-AUCHT. 

/^H ! Seventy-aucht, thou bad old wretch, 

^^ My latest breath thou soon shall fetch ; 

Nae man wi' haffets thin and hoar 

Can mind a towmond meikle waiu*. 

Altho' thou gae us fouth o' com, 

Yet thousands thousands wail and mourn ; 

For Britain's trade is at a stand, 

And sheer starvation's in the land. 

What tho' the yards wi' stacks be stockit, 

When hunders public warks are lockit, 



A Dolefii Address to the Year Seventy-aucht. 293 

And thousands starvin' wives and weans 
Wad melt the very heart o' stanes. 
Thou, Seventy-aucht, brocht bluidy wars 
To Turkey, gash'd wi' clours and scaurs, 
And rumpit o' her bonnie lands 
By ursine Caesar's plundering hands ; 
And sneakin' Austria, fond p' reavin', 
She gat her ugly thievish nieve in, 
Till honest Turkey, torn and reft, 
A gude kailyard had hardly left. 
And Afghans o' yon mountain ranges. 
The source o' India's sacred Ganges, 
Their smutty monarch gnaws his gums 
To see the cowards turn their bums, 
And helter-skelter leave the fiel* 
Before the British pointed steel. 
The savage despot yet may be — 
For he maun pay the piper's fee — 
Coop'd in a showman's painted cage. 
To thole a British rabble's rage ; 
And curse 'himsel' a senseless ass 
To keep the lion back frae the Pass, 
And sadly rue, sae fool'd and trickit, 
The bear's back-end he hadna kickit. 
But then to be more sad than witty, 
That bubble burst in Glasgow city ; 
Nane thocht that in their hearts wad lurk, 
Thae decent elders o' the kirk, 
That black, infernal Judas dealin', 
Which thousands sent to ruin reelin', 
Wha by their miser squeezin', scrapin', 
That bank had mony a gowden heap in ; 
But by thae knaves and thimbleriggers 
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They lay doon lairds and rose up b^gars. 
But, Seventy-aucht, why sum thy dools? 
Thoull soon be rakit in the mools ; 
Thou gae us, in thy spitefu' spleen, 
Nocht else but sabs and blearit e'en ; 
So may thou, towmond driegh and sair, 
Be blotted ftae Time's calendar. 



THE ORGAN. 

A WA ye kist o' pipes and whistles 
"^^^ Frae aff the land o' cakes and thrissles. 
To keep ye frae Auld Scotland's kirk 
Our doughty fethers wadna shirk, 
But to the League they sturdy stood 
And on the scaffold shed their bluid. 
But kirk-folk haud her now in danger, 
And, like the fashions, shift and change her. 
King Dauvit's lays are laid aside 
For baby h)rmns to suit their pride; 
And for to help the silly jargon. 
They maun set up, set up an organ. 
Then while she whurrs and stops and blows on, 
And Popery farder gets her nose in. 
The priest nae doubt will be resolvin' 
To cast aside the cloak of Calvin, 
And robe himsel' frae tap to tae 
In all the Papal trumpery. 
And then he '11 set the altar richtly 
Wi' tall wax candles burnin' brichtly. 
And bells about his skirts shall tingle. 
And incense reek like ony ingle ; 
And cross himsel' wi holy water, 
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And mumble o'er the Latin clatter ; 
Wi' wafer-bread and red Burgundy 
Devour the Saviour every Sunday ; 
And he shall tak' the richt frae Heaven, 
And get their weekly sins forgiven. 
And Popery gets another stage on, 
Then they shall gang a pilgrimagin', 
And sacred relics they shall hae them. 
And pay idolatrous homage tae them. 
The trees in woods and groves that grow in 
Wad gie them Calvary's cross — the true ane : 
The broken meats o' mony a pantry 
Wad gie them banes o' saunts in plenty ; 
And sawmont cobles, auld and dry. 
Wad bits o' Peter's boat supply ; 
The rape that chockit Judas' craig 
They'd get enough to stretch a league. 
And ere auld Popery she be din 
To bar out guilt, no keep him in, 
She'll big her monks dark hermit cloisters, 
And shut them up in cells like oysters ; 
To gie the frowsy drones maintenance 
They'll aye be paid enough in penance ; 
And kings be canonized wha grant them 
Braid lands and fishin' streams anent them. 
And slichted maids shall tak' the veils. 
But break with priests Diana's pales ; 
And faith auld Popery's no be slack 
To get her Inquisition back. 
Then heretics she'll burn to cinders, 
And printing presses ding to flinders ; 
And eagle Knowledge she would grapple. 
And grip and choke him by the thrapple ; 
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